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WIE I do myſelf the honour of dedi- 
cating this book to yon, I only fulfil the 
wiſhes of a much lamented parent: For I 
know well, had that modeſty, which gave 
his character its marked, and peculiar di- 
ſtinction, ever permitted him to publiſh 
any thing himſelf, that he would have 
ſought protection for it under your name. 
You, Sir, encouraged and directed his firſt 
poetical flights; and, it ought to be record- 
ed to your immortal honour, that, in the 
bigh rank in which you have long ſtood, 

and 


4 DEDICATION. 
and amidſt a multiplicity of the moſt im- 
portant national concerns, you continued 
to remember and love the friend of your 
early youth. It is not uncommon to fill 
the page of dedication with exaggerated 
praiſe : But though your character and a- 
bilities in public life afford ample ſubject 
for exalted panegyric, it is beyond my 
ſphere to write of ſuch high matters.— 
But the virtues which adorn your private 
character, as they accord with the feelings 
of every honeſt heart, it is the buſineſs of 
every honeft heart to applaud. I know, 
that minds warped by prejudice, or enflam- 
ed by party, will paint the moſt honourable 
{cenes of life with dark and unſeemly co- 
louring : But, if it ever ſhall happen that 
you retire from that exalted ſtation, where 
the beſt of men are expoſed to the ſhafts of 
envy and faction, it will then be believed 
by the world, as it is at preſent known to 
your friends, that you are as amiable in pri- 
vate, as reſpectable in public life; and that 


your 
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your intereſt has been uniformly, and of- 
ten ſucceſsfully exerted in favour of merit 
and virtue, and with a view to promote 
thoſe men who have proved both an ad- 
vantage and ornament to their country. 
That you; Sir, may preſerve that attach- 
ment to Four Sovereign, that regard for 
the conſtitution, and that love for your 
country, which have diſtinguiſhed your 
paſt life, and raiſed you high in the eſtcem 
of every gobd ſubject, is the moſt ardent 
with of him, who is, with the greateſt re- 
ſpec and veneration, 
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Your moſt obedient, 


and moſt humble Servant, 


GEORGE MYLNE, 
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Tur Author of the following poetical 
pieces lives only in the remembrance of his 
friends; and there he will live, as long as 
unaffected modeſty, warm, and generous 
feelings, an amiable ſimplicity of manners, 
and uncorrupted integrity of heart, are re- 
garded and cultivated among men. His 
genius led him in an early period of life to 


poetry; and his taſte in that line of com- 


poſition was afterwards cultivated and im- 
proved by a regular and liberal academical 
education, and an acquaintance with the 
beſt ancient and modern poets. 

The pieces being now at the bar of the 
public, the proper judge af all literary me- 


rit, it would be idle, as well as unavailing, 


to ſay any thing in their praiſe. To excuſe, 
however, trivial faults, it is but juſt to ob- 
ſerve, that they come into the world with 
all the diſadvantages which can poſſibly at- 


tend poſthumous publications; none of 


them having been prepared for the public 
eye, nor received the laſt corrections of the 
Author. They were written in the midſt 
of many avocations, and a multiplity of fa- 
mily and profeſſional concerns ; and it has 
orten been a matter of aſtoniſhment to his 

intimate 


— 


8 NR ACh 


intimate friends, that the ſocial intercourſe, 
and real buſineſs, in which they knew he 
was engaged, permitted him to ſacrifice ſo 
much of his time and labours to the mu- 
ſes. Had they received his laſt correct- 
ing hand, they would have been leſs open 
to the cavils of criticiſm: For, though they 
have been ſeen, and read by many gentle- 
men of learning and taſte, they have under- 
gone no very material alterations or amend- 
ments. Although the minor critic, who 
meaſures every performance with the line 


and compaſs, may perhaps ſind ſome ſmall 


foundation for exerciſing his ſkill; it is ho- 
ped, that the reader of feeling and taſte 
will be delighted with many beautiful ver- 
ſes, and meet with many paſſages of real 
poetic merit. With reſpect to their moral 
tendency, I am perſuaded the moſt ſcrupu- 
lous rgader will find nothing to diſguſt or 
offend him. The Author himſelf was a 
man of virtue: And to ſhew © Virtue in 
her own ſhape how lovely;” to inculcate 
the practice of it as favourable. to our own 
felicity ; and to point out miſery and ſhame 
as the unvaried conſequences of guilt and 
diſhonour, will, I truſt, be found to be the 
principal and ultimate object of his writ- 
ings. 
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Mr Charles Aſhwell, Granada, 4 copies 
Mr Robert Ainſlie, Begbie 

Licut. Richard Allan 

Mr John Atchiſon, ! 

Mr William Atchiſon, St Clements Wells, 2 copies 
Mr Chriſtopher Armſtrong, Dalkeith 
Mr Robert Atohiſon, Yarrow 

Mr George Atchiſon, Muſſelburgh 

Mr James Anderſon, Dalkieth 

Mr John Anderſon, Soundhope 

Mr Adam Anderſon, Boll-ſide 

Mr Andrew Anderſon, Breackhope 

Mr Thomas Anderſon, baker, Edinburgh 
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Counteſs Bathurſt, Apſley Houſe 3 
dir John Wiſhart Belſches 5 


Richard Barnes, Eſq. Reigate, Surrey, 5 copies ? 
Mrs Barnes, do. 5 do. N 
Mr M. W. Barnes do. 2 do. 4 


Robert Blair, Eſq, Solicitor General, Edinburgh, 4 do. 
Andrew Buchanan, Eſq. Ardenconnel 

George Buchanan, Eſq. Achintorley 

Charles Brown, Eſq. * 

Hugh Buchan, Eſq. Edinburgh 

Mr John Bogue, writer to the ſignet, Edinburgh 
Thomas Beaumont, Eſq. Buckland, Surry 

Mr Thomas Beaumont, junior, do. 
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Mr Batten, Temple 
Mr Byard, do. 
Mr Bremridge, do. 
Rev. John Bodicoat, Weſterham, Kent 
3 William Bridges, Eſq. Wallington, Surrey, 2 copies 
* Mr Brewſter, Warwick Land, London 
Mrs Browne, Broxbourne, Herts - 
Mr Bucker, London, 8 copies 
Mr Henry Bucker, do, 4 do. 
Mr Baring, do. 4 do. 
Mrs Baring, do. 2 do. 
Miſs Baring, do. 2 do. 
: Miſs Buchan, Letham 
Mir Bailie, London, 2 copies 
4 Mrs Bailie, do. 2 do, 
Mr Bernard, do. 
Mrs Bernard, do. 
Miſs Brooke, do. 
Mr Bradley, do. 
Mr Burrel, do. | 
Mr Bruce, do. . 
Mr Bell, do. 
7 Robert Burton, Eſq. M. P. 
. Brown, Eſq. Curry, 2 copies 


Mr Robert Burton, merchant, London, 20 copies | 
Mr Alexander Begbie, do. 4 do 
Mr P. Begbie, do. 

Mr William Barradaile, do. 


Mr Thomas Blackhouſe, do. 

Mr William Bruce, Tobago, 4 copies 

Mr Wilſon Birkbeck, London 

Mr Joſeph Ball, do. 

Mr John Burton, do. 

= Mr Charles Brown, do. 

4 Mr Philip Barton, do. f 
Rev. Patrick Bannerman, Salton, 2 copies 

Rev. Dr George Barclay, Haddington 

Rev. James Buchanan, do. 

Mr Robert Burton, do. | 
Mr James Banks, do, 
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Mr John Banks, Haddington 

Mr John Brown, do. 

Mr James Burn, do. 

James Balvaird, Eſq. Edinburgh 
George Burnet, Eſq. 

Rev. James Brown, Newbattle 

Mr Andrew Begbie, Barnie Mains 
Mr Alexander Begbie, do. 

Mr James Begbie, Craigiclaw 

Mr John Begbie, Stenton 

Mr Patrick Bairnsfather, Heperdean 
Mr James Bairnsfather, Spittal 

Mr John Brodie, Whittinghame 

Mr P. Brodie, Garvald 

Mr Hamilton Blake, Newbarn 

Mr James Brown, junior, Edinburgh 
Mr Robert Burns, Elliſland 

Mr Francis Brodie, writer, Edinburgh 
Mr John Bertram, Redſide 

Mr Hugh Bairnsfather, Straton 

Mr Alexander Briggs, Dalkicth 

Mr Ebenezer Bell, do. 

Mr Alexander Brown, merchant, Fiſherrow 
Mr Robert Brown, Murkle 

Mr A. Brodie 

John Buchanan, Eſq. Auchleſhy 
— Begbie, Eſq. Kedſburgh 

Mr Alexander Brown, Linton 

Mr James Brown, do. 

George Burnet, Eſq. Edinburgh 

Mr Alexander Bruce, ſurgeon, Muſſelburgh 
Andrew Bennet, Eſq. Muircroſt 

Mr Thomas Balantine, Craig 

Mr Robert Balantine, Dryhope 

Mr Walter Breadon, Handlethope 
Mr James Beattie, Annandale 

Mr Bobert Boyd, Fiſherrow 
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Sir James Colquhoun 
Robert Colt, Eſq. Auldhame, 2 copies 
Ronald Crawford, Eſq. Friſky Hall 
_ Corbet, Eſq. Tolcroſs 

uncan Campbell, Eſq, Lochnell 
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William Cochrane, Eſq. Muirfield 
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Mrs Clayton, Fitſey Place, Surrey 
Miſs Cater, Dorking, do. 
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FO MR. H. D. WHEN AT THE GRAMMAR 
SCHOOL OF DALKEITH. 


Tu ſtream of time ſtill rolling on, 
While we its current ſcarcely ſee, 

In ſilence haſtes to carry down 
Whate'er is now, whate'er {hall be. 


The ſtrongeſt caſtles, higheſt tow'rs 
That waſting ſtream will level lay, 

And beauty's bloom and ſpring-time's flow'rs 
As ſoon as ſeen will ſweep away. 

What now the moſt important ſeems, 8 
Or fondly fills the youthful mind, 

Shall ſoon become like laſt year's dreams, 


Which now have left no trace behind. 
A This 
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This friendſhip too that warms our breaſt 
Will ſoon, my HEN RN, be forgot! 
For how can friendſhip long exiſt 
With friends of ſuch unequal lot? 
Thy birth, thy merit, may aſcend 
To higheſt honours in the ſtate! 
Wilt thou remember then a friend, 
So far beneath thee plac'd by fate? 


Away falſe fears that injure Him 
Hence low diſtruſt of my deſert ! 
If I deſerve his love, no time 
Shall wear me from my Hr NRT's heart 


In youth yon oak and ivy join'd ; | 
Not equal they ! Yet cloſe they grow 

Time has their boughs ſo intertwin'd, 
No force can them diilever now. 


My Muſe, farc, when ſhe fram'd theſe rhimes 
At ſchool, dream'd of the preſent times ! 
At your defire the rhimes were fram'd : 


Perhaps my Hr NR likewiſe dream'd, 
The 


t ad 


The fimile of the oak and 1vy, 

(Had I not been compell'd to leave thee) 
Were to our caſe ſo applicable, 

John Gay had ſpun it to a fable! 
Though leſs than Gay, I mean to try it. 


Pl Rick it. Well! What loſe I by it? 


* 


A FABLE 


THE OAK, THE IVY, AND THE SAGE, 


In nurſery, happy with each other, 
An oak and ivy grew together, 
90 cloſe, that all who did them ſee 
Thought them one individual tree. 
And comelier far the tree thus ſeem'd, 
Than either had apart been deem'd. 
The ivy, green through all the year, 
Did on the oak ſo gay appear, 
That he, before his leaves were blown, 
Rejoic'd in th'ivy's as his own : 

And as he rear'd his ſtately top, 

So high his friend was carried up, 
FD That all the nurſery thought this ivy 
Would grow a tree fit for the navy, 
A 2 The 
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The creeping thing ſo lofty roſe, 

He at his betters toſs'd his noſe. 

So you've ſeen other fav'rites do 
Rais'd on ſuch props above their due, 


One April morning fair and mild, 
All nature with the ſeaſon ſmil'd, 
Nc flowers, new verdure cloth'd the plains, 
The groves reſound with new love-ſtrains ; 
Like nature ſmiling, thus the oak 
To his beloved ivy ſpoke: 


My Ivy! thus we'll ever grow. 
Thee twiſted round my higheſt bough, 
I'll as a crown of laurel wear, 
And make thee all my honours ſhare, 
If &er I grow a mighty tree 
My Ivy too ſhall riſe with me, 


Alas, my Oak! the Ivy cry'd, 
Fate has to me that bliſs deny'd. 
Had I one wiſh, that wiſh ſhould be 
To riſe, to ſtand, to fall with thee ; 
And thus th' unfading wreath to grow 
Of fame, that muſt adorn thy brow. 
No thunder, rain, or ſnow, or hail, 


Should thee before thy friend aſſail; 
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No breeze peſtiferous from the eaſt, 
Untimely ſhould thy leaves diveſt ; 
No rot corrupt thy nobleſt part, 
The true red timber of thy heart ! 
But thou from beſt of acorns ſprung, 
So ſtraight ſo vigorous while ſo young, 
Shalt ſoon be from thine Ivy torn, 
And to the royal foreſt borne ; 
Where thou no axe or ſaw ſhalt feel 
Till fit to be a firſt-rate keel. 
Whilſt I, whom foreſters deſpiſe, 
Bereft of ev'ry hope to riſe, 
Muſt, by ſome trifling floriſt planted, 


In a poor ſhrub'ry, creep contented. 


The planters came, while yet he ſpoke, 
And to the foreſt bore the oak; 


Where, though he has but ſhort while ſtood, 


You ſee his top o'er all the wood. — 


The Ivy, in a ſhrub'ry plantcd, 
Creeps on forgot, not diſcontented : 
Though once, tis ſaid, a ſecret ſigh 
Betray'd a wiſh to riſe more high. 
A ſage-buſh, that within him grew, 
And all his thonghts and wiſhes knew, 


Beheld that wiſh, though half ſuppreſs'd, 


And in theſc words his friend aldrefs'd : 


(023 


SAGE, 


Faith, Maſter Ivy, I muſt tell you, 
You are not quite that happy fellow 
Which by the world you would be thought ; 
| Repining at your humble lot, 
Þ You often to the foreſt look, 
With envy on yon lofty oak. 
I ſee you think that were you yonder, 
Like him you'd fill the world with wonder, 


N 
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IVY. 


Yon oak was once my friend : With him, 
I own, I almoſt wiſh'd to climb. 


SAGE. 


The foreſters would ne'er allow 
Such hurtful weeds on him to grow. 
With all your boaſted ever-green, 
You there had but a nuiſance been. 
From ſuch fine trees you had been cut, 
Torn down, and trampled under foot. 
Climb in the foreſt ! Could you lick 
The feet of ſome old crazy ſtick, 
Who wants your leaves to hide ſome part 
That might betray his rotten heart; 
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His hollow heart where ſwallows fleep, 
Or pois'nous aſps and adders creep. 
You might mount o'er his withering top. 


IVY, 


What! mount on ſuch a rotten prop, 
Where l ſhould fear at ev'ry ſquall, 


To ſhare a corrupt patron's fall? 


I would not crawl through dirt to riſe, 
Or join with one whom I deſpiſe. 

By vice procur'd, the higheſt place, 
Inſtead of honour brings diſgrace. 


SAGE. 


Not crawl through dirt ? Not riſe with vice? 
You're for the foreſt much too nice ! 
The foreſt! No: We're better here, 
Where ſqualls, where tempeſts bring no fear. 
In th' hurricane that lately blew, 
And half the foreſt overthrew, 
Tall oaks came thundering to the ground, 
The loftieſt trees all ſcatter'd round; 
While ſafe and ſhelter'd, we unhurt, 


And fearleſs here laugh'd at the ſport. 


Ivy, 


IV. 


You're right, good Sage! I muſt confeſs, 
That here, although our pleaſure's leſs, 
"Tis more ſecure. No ſtorms annoy, 

No fears diſturb our equal joy. 
Here, though at no great diſtance ſeen, 
Our leaves through all the year are green, 


SAGE. 


Jour pleaſure leſs! That ſcarce I grant. f 
What joys have they that here you want? 
The winged beauties of the groves 


Safe in your ſhade enjoy their loves; I 
Among your leaves forever gay 

The little minſtrels ſing and play: 

From ſummer's heat, from winter's wind, 

They there a friendly ſhelter find; | 
And there in grateful tribute bring : 
The earlieſt muſic of the ſpring. 3 
Here fully fed in fertile ground; 
Lou various ſend your ſhoots around. 

While riſing o'er the garden wall, If 
You ſeem the greateſt of us all, H 


IVY. 


VV. 
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IVY. 


This place indeed beſt ſuits our nature: 
oven we could be no where better. 


POET. 


The fimile's to a fable ſpun ; 
So long, you thought twould ne'er be done! 
'Twould tire you, elſe I ſtill were able 
To make an Epic of my fable. 
You hate long-winded allegory : 
And ſo do I. End of the ftory. 


Preſuming you have no objections, 
{Il yet intrude 


A FEW REFLECTIONS. 


The man can never hope to ſhine 
That's plac'd in an improper line. 
For nature his attempts would fruſtrate. 
This three examples will illuſtrate. 


1. 
If Cicero had been our ſhaver, 
He had plagu'd us with his cliſhmaclaver 


B 2. Had 
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Had Cæſar at my plough been bred, 
He had broke, no doubt, his maſter's head ; 
Been ſent to jail—made a recruit.— 
Sure th' army would his genius ſuit ! 
He had mutiny'd—his captain bang'd, 
And been, inſtead of Emp'ror,—hang'd. 


3 
Suppoſe our places chang'd awhile: 
You at this ſuppoſition ſmile. 
But, Sir, in my place, you'd been dub'd 
The Preſes of an alehouſe club. 
There your great ſenatorial thunder 
Had made knaves envy, blockheads wonder. 
You had given your little ſenate laws; 
Your word had ended ev'ry cauſe ; 
For {kill in politics and tillage, 
You'd been renown'd through all the village. 
If you had pleas'd a book to write 
You had been as great as A— W—, 
But what had I done in your place? 
This ſtammering tongue! this ſheepiſh face! 
A ſtateſman ! Humph! Alas! alas? 
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A SONG. 


Tune, Woe t my beart that we ſhou'd ſunder. 


Wrri Delia's eaſy kindneſs cloy'd, 


"Twas litile now that Damon priz'd her; 


And whilſt ſhe at his parting cry'd, 


He with this cruel ſong advis'd her. 


If, Delia, e'er you ſet your mind 


Upon a youth with mettle in him, 


Seem not too ready to be kind, 


For that way you ſhall never win him, 


No ſoldier boaſts th' inglorious field, 


That's gain'd with little oppoſition : 


Nor can that love a pleaſure yield, 


Which gives no fuel to ambition. 


We're proud to ſeize the ſwifteſt game; 


We're proud to gain the richeſt treaſure : 


Ev'n love, without the hopes of fame, 


Is but a dull infipid pleaſure, 


"Tis 


„ 


Tis hence the haughty youth diſlikes 
The eaſy maid that fondly woes him; 
And, like a ſpaniel, courts the ſtripes 
Of her that boldly dares abuſe him. 
Then, Delia, juſtly prize your charms. i 
When Colin courts, with caution truſt him; 8 
And, if you'd bind him in your arms, ; 
Seem {till determin'd thence to thruſt hum ! 


If he turn cold, affect di ſdain; 
Seem careleſs, you ſhall yet enſlave him; 
And drag him, in your beauty's chain, 
To marriage, or—where'er you'd have him. 
Thus Damon ſung, and laughing fled. 
Delia, too late her error finding, 
Wip'd her fad eyes; and, ſighing, ſaid, 
The ſong is worth a lady's minding. 


A SC OTS SONG, 


I. 


How pleaſant ance were Lothian's plains ! 
Joy ſung in ev'ry cottage there! 

Trig were our maidens, blyth our ſwains, 
At ev'ry wedding, feaſt, and fair! 

Nae wedding now, nae fair, nae feaſt, 
Can fill our maids or ſwains wi' glee. 

Care ſighs in ev'ry thoughttu' breaſt, 
And ſadneſs lours in ilka eye. 


II. 

Theſe views of Forth nae mair can pleaſe; 

Now ſummer fields nae mair ſeem gay: 
Joy flies, with competence and eaſe, 

Frae Lothian's groaning ſwains away! 
Ance winter's ſharpeſt froſt and ſnaw, 

In plenty warm, we didna fear; 
But now the blaſts of poortith blaw, 

Mair ſharp than winter's a' the year. 


III. 
Now nappy ale and punch nae mair, 
At Chriſtmas, ſhall our ſwains ſolace; 
Where 
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Where vig' rous age forgot his care, 
Amidſt his childrens pratling race. 
Nae ſturdy youth at bullets plies; 
Unhanded waſtes the curling- ſtane; 
Uſeleſs in ſtour the golf-club lies, 
And pipers waſte their wind in vain, 


1 
| Nae mair ſhall love-pair'd couples glow, 
With raptures down the rural dance; 


| And marks of artleſs paſſion flow 8 
| From heart to heart, with ev'ry glance ! 
; In joyful clubs nae mair we ſtroll, | v 
1 The garden of its ſweets to ſtrip; 
# Where happy Love aft ſlyly ſtole B 
Far dearer ſweets frae Beauty's lip. 
V. 1 
Nae mair the fwain by flow'ry peaſe, 
Or whitening hedge, the virgin leads. v 
How ſweet the fragrance of the breeze ! 
Her breath that ſweetneſs far exceeds ! A 
When laſſes wade, or waſh their claes, 
With kilted coats upon the knee, 1 


Nae pawky ſwains keek o'er the braes 
Or cares the whiteſt legs to ſee B 


„ 
4 VI. 
and when they to the milking gang, 
Nae jokeſome ſhepherd brings the cow : 
Alane they hum ſome dreary ſang; 
What ſwains dow kiſs or towzle now ? 
Dark Winter hears nae ſang mair gay, 
Than Margaret's Ghojt, or Foreſt L lowers, 
Which in their prime were wed away 
By cruel fate——Ah ! fae are ours! 
VII. 
Sing nae blyth fangs, yea beauteous quire ! 
Each fair-wrought lad as ſtiff's a rung, 
Wad fa' afleep beſide the fire, 
Though John, come &i/s me now ye ſung ! 
But ken ye whence our ſorrow's ſpring ? 
Our greedy lairds bear a' the blame. 
What ance made mony a tenant ſing, 
Now hardly ſteghs ae landlord's wame ! 
VIII. 
While ſumptuouſly ye eat and drink, 
Does it ne' er ſting your conſcious breaſt, 
Ah, cruel luxury! to think 
He ſtarves whoſe toil procur'd the feaſt. 
Here heartleſs coofs may toil and pine, 
Some rigid tyrant's willing ſlaves; 
But freedom ſhall be ever mine ? 


There's freedom yet beyond the waves ! 
MELPOMENE 


- 
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MELPOMENE AND THALIA, 
A $8.0 N 6. 


ADDRESSED TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ, 


M ELPOMENE, a nymph divine, 
Once conquer'd with majeſtic grace ; 
While wiſdom gay, with wit benign, 
Charm'd in Thalia's ſmiling face. 
This ſung gay notes, that plaintive ſtrains ; 
Soft raptures fir'd each tender breaſt. 
Ador'd they were by all our ſwains: 
But Willie far outſhone the reſt. 


Sweet ſongs he ſung in both their praiſe ; 
Fair flow'rs he bound on either brow : - 
And they crown'd him with wond'rous bays, 

Which greener as they elder grew. 
Fair ſiſters ! who ſhall fing your praiſe ? 
Who for your brows {hall pick the flow'r? 


Whoſe temples ſhall you crown with bays ! 


Your Willie ſings, alas! no more. 
Davie, 


] 


he 


wie, the pride of Britain's ſwains, 
So charms you with the dance and ſong, 
That ev'n your Willie's matchleſs ſtrains 
Sound ſweeter now from Davie's tongue. 
So well can he your garlands trim, 
So well can he adjuſt your dreſs, 
a In ex'ry point you credit him, 
Before your faithful looking-glaſs. 


But Davie, of your favours proud, 

Now ev'ry where his pow'r would boaſt ; 
And, to amaze the gaping croud, 

Arrays you like each reigning toaſt, 
Farcia, (the lighteſt of her kind, 

Who roars with drunkards thro' the town; 
Who with mad ſquires will chace the hind, 

Or romp about with a dragoon;) 


S- 


With rough ſongs makes the taverns ring; 
Davie to you theſe ſongs repeats ; 
s, Like the buffoon he bids you ſing, 
And rival her in monkey feats. 
Thoſe feats the maid of princely grace, 
r? With ſtrangely awkward meanneſs apes; 
5: And the ſweet laſs of ſmiling face 
Puts on her mad diſtorted ſhapes. 
vie, C. Where 
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Where they appear in this diſguiſe, 
They raiſe no ſweetly- tender flame; 
Genius and wit their ſongs deſpiſe, G 
And true taſte bluſhes at their ſhame; 
And of this change 1s Davie proud ? 
Ah, Davie! thou haſt little caule : 
What boots it to amaze the croud, 
If Wit and Taſte refuſe applauſe ? 


What pity, Davie | thy ſweet tongue, 
Which warbles well the pureſt lays, 

Should be debas'd by Farcia's ſong ? 
Or thou be fond of Folly's praiſe ? 

Such praiſes, Davie! yet deſpiſe; 
Delude the lovely pair no more ; 

Let wit and taſte their beauty prize, \ 
Their former fame and thine reſtore! 


70 A LADY IN ENGLAND, WHO HAD Ex- 
ACTED THE AUTHOR'S PROMISE THAT HE 
WOULD WRITE TO HER A WITTY LETTER. 


Thae ſecond-fighted folks (his peace be here!) 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 
As I can ſee my thumb. 


GENTLE SHEPHEE D, 


DEAR KITTY, 


O F Scotſmen's ſecond-ſight you'll find, 
In Johnſon's Tour, fine ſtories : 

Whate'er will much affect our mind, 
Though diſtant, ſeems before us. 

To prove the Doctor tells you true, 
Though Engliſhmen may wonder, 

I'll let you know I talk with you 
Four hundred miles aſunder. 


I heard you ſay to your aunt laſt night; 
(Say, Michael, did'nt you hear it?) 
Friend Mylne is lazy ſure to write! 


How thinks he I ſhould bear it? 
C 2 He 


=O 


He promis'd me, a year agone, 
Some witty lines and clever. 

** Hepromis'd much! Ay fo does one 
* Who means to pay us never. 


* Shall we have clever Engliſh rhimes 
* From that poor fide of 'Tweed, 
Where hungry bards in frozen climes 
Can ſcarce our language read? 
* Thinks he poor Scotland's alloy'd brafs 
* Would paſs with us for better ? 
t I'll have my debt in ſterling caſh ; 
* Or hold him ſtill my debtor.” 


Four hundred miles this dunning ſound 
I heard, with ſpirits finking:  * 
Fatal as Shylock's was the bond, 
Which I ſubſcrib'd unthinking. 
The bond's unpaid : The forfeit due: : 
For witleſs 1s my ſonnet. 
Should Kitty, cruel as the Jew, 
Inſiſt with rigour on it; 


I've only poor Anthonio's way: 
Since [ like him am bound, 
And have no wit wherewith to pay, 


Take of my heart a pound. 


. 


** 


** 
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COLIN, As PER, AND MENALCAS. 


COLIN, 


y 

TwWIERE better, Aſper, to continue here; 
Like me, be frugal, if your farm be dear; 
Late end your toil, and early riſe to work. 


ASPER. 


I'll rather bear a muſket for the Turk! 
All other ſlaves get food from thoſe they ſerve: 
For cruel maſters farmers toil, and ſtarve ! 


COLIN, 


You yet may get a tolerable leaſe! 


ASPER, 
Where is the landlord now that gives us theſe? 


COLIN, 
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colix. 
Still there are ſuch ! 
ASPER. 
In Scotland ? 


COLIN, 


Two or three 
Take pleaſure yet a thriving ſwain to ſee, 
In their dependent's happineſs rejoice, 
And help induſtrious honeſty to rife. 


ASPER., 


Are their old tenants never turn'd away, 
Helpleſs in age and indigence to ſtray ? 


COLIN, 


No! If miſchance their ſwains tohardſhips drive, 
They eaſe his wants, and helphim ſtill to thrive. 


ASPER. 4 
Then they, ſame future ſhepherd's grateful 


theme, 
Shall live with Cockburn in immortal fame: ( 
While theſe proud Squires, who now ſeem 
men of note. 4 
Shall, with the deer they've ſwallow'd, lie forgot. 
COLIN. 
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COLIN, 


With our good landlords, no projectors vain, 

Servants grown rich, or merchants crack'd in 
brain, 

Promiſing rents the lands can never yield, 

Eer turn'd a worthy farmer from his field. 


ASPER. 


But Satan offering here one penny more, 
Would turn ev'n Cincinnatus to the door. 


COLIN, 


For this the tenants have themſelves to blame: 
When honeſt Thirſis broke, incroudstheycame, 
And {trove with ardour who ſhould offer moſt 
For that poor farm, where all his ſtock was loſt. 


ASPER. 


Ves, Thirſis broke: but they are men of parts, 
And to work wonders have ten thouſand arts! 


COLIN, 


Our Squire ſoon found the greateſt coxcomb 
out, 


And little flatt'ry brought his end about: 
Aye! 


18 


* Aye! you have parts indeed! you underſtand 
Alone the value of ſuch fertile land 
Upon my honour, you're a lad of life, 
& And ſuch a perſon for a rich young wife!” Wt; 
But ſimple gull! does he your brothers tear? If x 
Does he devour a tenant ev'ry year? [ 
And will you then the very dangers run, \ 
That ſuch examples call to you to thun ? Y 


Y 
Examples they behold not! Mangled flies Y 
Mark the foul corner where the ſpider lies : Ir 


But does their fate make other flies beware? G 
Still numbers, thoughtleſs, buzz into the ſnare. . 
Proceed, ye Squires ! ſqueeze with unſparing 


hand ! 
You'll {till find fools to give too much for land Mo; 
| SW 
COLIN, De 
But thoſe will break, and then their rents wil! HA. 
| fall. 


ASPER. 


No !—Other fools will give them ſtill their all. 
Go live at court, a prey to ſharpers there 


When others ſpeak, in wiſe-like filence ſtare! 
Or, 


nd 


ar? 


will 


WE 


Or, ſleeping at a parliament debate, 

Dream of rich poſts, and favours of the great : 
While all your ill your depute here exceeds, 
And makes your name excuſe his harſheſt deeds! 
He writes you, how your rents increaſe at home: 
increaſe th expencel think not of times to come! 
When rags and vermine are your tenants ſtock, 
Your villages all theft, filth, ſtink, and ſmoke! 
When howling miſery your houſe ſurrounds; 
And deſolation marks your horrid bounds ! 
Your vaſſal-ſlaves go one by one to pot! 

In all your land you cannot raiſe a groat ! 
Go, put your tenants tatter'd rags to ſale! 
Your land muſt fly to keep you out of jail ! 


COLIN. 


Our parſon ſays, Where ſaperſtition reigns, 


Where prieſtly rigour ſqueezes Roman ſwains, 


Deſert and waſte the groaning land appears, 
And ev'ry face diſtreſs's features wears. 

In vain has nature giv'n a fertile ſoil: 

Each prudent ſwain flies from the fruitleſs toil. 
Ah! ſhall our land to ſuch a ftate decay? 
Yes! all her worthieſt ſons are torn away! 
None who ſeek wealth can hope to fin l it here; 


All who love eaſe to foreign climates ſteer : 
D The 
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The generous follow freedom o'er the waves 


ASPER, 


None ſtay but wretches willing to be flaves! 
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4 * 


COLIN. 


Through twenty future years methinks I ſee } 
The plight in which our country then fhall be! 
How ſadly droops each late-repenting ſwain, 


Whole folly bound him to a life of pain! 


Sore whip'd, his lean, old horſes, groaning go; 
Nor whiſtles th' hungry driver of the plough 


The maſter at the fruitlefs labour fighs, 
And wipes the ſecret ſorrow from his eyes. 
While in her dark and dirty houſe forlorn, 


Bare to the bone with care and hunger worn, 


On the cold hearth that ſeldom feels a flame, 


Hard at her houſehold labour plies the dame 
But wretched mother! whoſhall ſpeak thy pain, | 


When naked children cry for bread in vain ! 


ASPER, 


Let ev'ry honeſt ſwain forſake this ſhore, 
Where eaſy freedom lives with ſwains no more. 
Behold yon lawyer! fly his harpy hand! 


Whatnumbersſtarveonhislate-purchas'dland 
Long 


t 


Ves 8 


and. 
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Long has he practis'd ev'ry art to ſqueeze, , 
And hoards, with ſordid care, his double fees! 
From plea to plea his clients are led on, 

Till credit fails, and then th' account as ſhown ? 


n every line it ſeems a moderate charge! 
But at the foot—Good heav'ns—aſumſo large! 
Why, Sir, it doubles all that I poſſeſs! 


No lawyer in the town would do't for leſs! 

* We've long been friends; with you I will 
not {tand ; 

* Fl take no more from you, but—all your 
land!“ 

Wide ſpreads his land! his undiſtinguiſh'd prey, 

Tenants and ſquires, he feaſts on ev'ry day. 

Thorns yield no grapes — But, men of rank, 
will you 

A ſhameleſs pettifogger's ſteps purſue ? 

If you would {till have men your rank revere; 

If by your honour (till you wiſh to ſwear; 


| Defend it now !—Warm with true honour, 


haſte 
To ſtem this tide that lays your country waſte. 


COLIN, 


Reſign'd to ruin amongſt wither'd trees, 
See many an antient dome; in each of theſe 
Once 
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Once liv'd ſome worthy lord, or knight, or | 


ſquire! 
The poor and ſtranger nightly bleſt his fire! 


He liv'd at home, and ſpent his income there; 
Mechanics, merchants, farmers, had their ſhare. 


His wealth ſpread happineſs o'er all the plain, 


a _— —_— 3 A 


Soon went its round, and came to him again: | 
Then well-paid induſtry with pleaſure toil'd, 
And all around the populous country ſmil'd. 


ASPER. 


A tyrant harpy now has bought them all, 
Racks high the rents, but lets the manſions fall. 


COLIN. 


From this next ruin, Aſper, here behold 
A piteous fight! Menalcas weak and old! 
Who, with pale famine ſtaring in his face, 


Laments the change of that once happy place! | 


MENALCAS, 


Alas! my neighbours! how my heart is rent, 
To ſee theſe walls where my beſt days were 
ſpent, 
Thus overgrown with hemlock, graſs, and moſs! 
As well as mine it ſpeaks the country's loſs! 
Here 
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Here once the voice of happy pleaſure ſung, 
With mirth's loud laughter diſtantechoes rung. 
In ale and muſic ſunk the night. The morn 
Vas waken'd by the chearful hound and horn. 
are. Happy himſelf, my Lord rejoic'd to ſee 

lain, Each face around reflect his inward glee ! 
ain: ¶ Now deadly filence ever round it ſleeps, 

i'd, Unleſs when here my fad remembrance weeps. 
11'd. BF Ah! waſting walls! your laſt remaining tower 
Shakesin each blaſt, and melts in ev'ry ſhower! 


COLIN, 


Upon its rotten roof hangs but one flate ?— 
MENALCAs. 


But painted ceilings ſpeak its former ſtate ! 
25 Though daws and {ſwallows lodge their filthy 
ace! young, 
Where pictures of the family's worthies hung; 
Rats, frogs, and toads, the ſpacious halls defile, 
ent, Where gayeſt beauties wont of old to ſmile. 
rere Where once ſweet minſtrels charm'd the dan- 
eing throng, 
oſs' . Ih ill-boding owl now howls the whole night 
(s! long. 


ere Sad. 
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Sad, through the parlour, nightly ſighs the 
ghoſt | 

Of him who once fat there the jovial hoſt : 

Sees in his vaults, where ripening hogiheads 
ſtood, 

Badgers and foxes rear their ſtinking brood. 

Docks, hemlocks, nettles, overgroy the court, 

Where oft his youthful tenants us'd to ſport. 

There many a feat of ſtrength and 1kill were 
ſhown ; | 

The Chief was judge, nor ſcorn'd to ſhow his 
own. | 

When young, he often carried off the bays; 

When old, he prais'd his ſtrength in former 
days: 

To yon high mark, in youth he heav'd the 
ball; 

His ſtronger father toſs'd it o'er the wall. 

Then each, invited, was a welcome gueſt; 

And next the Baron was the victor plac'd. 


ASPER. 


Such happineſs our fathers ſaw, —but we 
Mult ſeek our food beyond th' Atlantic ſea; 
Where 


1 


Where true · born children of this boaſting iſle 
Already at their mother's mandates ſmile ; 
Loll out their tongue at honeſt father Bull, 
Deſpiſe his rod, and all his acts annul, 


* W Truſt not, ye tyrants, to thoſe children's 
love 
"Www harſh rigours ſ fi 
ort. Whom your harſh rigours from your confines 
| drove 
Vere na: is 
Brave Martius' patriot flames were turn'd to 
7 his hate; 
And Rome, from him ſhe baniſh'd, fear'd 
ys; her fate! 
mer WY Your few fad flaves will trembling die with 
fear, 


the When of th' invading colonies they hear; 
Or gladly run to welcome us aſhore, 
When the delivering thunders round you 
roar. 
The wind is up! The {hip 16 under ſail! 
| My native land, be dd. My friends, 
farewell. 


1 
TO MR. BURNS; 
ON HIS POEMS; 


ON yon green ſod what maiden its, 

Wi' garland dow'd; and looks forlorn !— 
Lord keep the laſſie in her wits ! 

She ſings, and yet ſhe ſeems to mourn ! 
Do ye no ken the Scottiſh muſe? 

Here aft ſhe ſeeks her darling ſhade: 
And aft wi' tears that grave bedews, 

Where poor Rob Ferguſon was laid. 


But whiſht! ſhe ſpeaks “ My deareſt callan, 
A ſair ſtroke was thy death to me! 

For, fince I loſt my winſome Allan, 
My only hope was ſheught in thee ? 

* Nae mair our verſes, ſmooth and ſtrang, 
Our men to martial fame incite : 

Or warbled in melodious ſang, 


Our maidens melt wi' ſaft delight. 
* Our 
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4 * Our language, baniſh'd now frae court, 
For Scotland has nae court at hame) 
Is lightly'd by the better ſort ; 
And ilka coof maun mimic them. 
IF New-fangled fools gade to the South, 
'# And brought fraecourtnew-faſhion'd frazes, 
hat gar our auld anes ſound uncouth ; 
And ev'n our mother's words bombazeus, 
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Alffected foplings feinzie ſhame 
Of ilka thing benorth the Tweed: 
But wha wad faſh their head w1' them 
* 'The blockheads ſcarce a word can read.” 
Ged tak me, Mam, I kennot read 
*'Thees your owld-faſhion'd vulgar Scotch 
Half Scots, half Engliſh, they proceed, 
*Smaſhing baithtonguestobaſehotchpotch, 


* 


We flatter thus a friend, when braw, 
And cringe to him when gear is ſent him; 
But when his back is at the wa', 
MWe bluſh to own that e' er we kent him. 
little thought ance in a day, * 
When our ain bards ſae ſweetly ſung, 
* That gloſſaries we boot to hae, | 


Io teach Scots men their native tongue. 
E Ul 


lan, 


E 


Or that our ſangs, ſae peerleſs good, 
Ihhro'this falſe taſte, this pride new. fangled N 
* Boot be, to mak them underſtood, 1 
In Engliſh verſions *, vilely mangled. 
* Afore he wrote, bauld Ramſay faw 
The ſmeddom o' our tongue decay; 
His words, as if caukt on a wa', 
Were wearing fainter ilka day. 


** Yet he in nature's genuine ſtrains 
Our feelings ſac diſtinctly draws, 
He'll ever on his native plains, 
And foreign too, command applauſe. 
“Our dying tongue, by him reviv'd, 
At Allan's death again grew faint : 
„Till thou, my Ferguſon! arriv'd, 
And ſeem'd frac heav'n ance errant ſent, 


To teach the warld that fimple lays, 

* In nature's language, reach the heart ; 
And frae true genius get the praiſe 

* Deny'd to ſtiff refining art.— 
But Robin's ſp'rit at laſt is here, 


* Wr' pleaſure ſmiling on his brow !— 
„ Whare 


* Scc Ward's Gentle Shepherd, 


1 


Whare ha' ye been, gin ane may ſpeer ? 
“And what maks ye ſae blyth, my dow?” 


When wand'ring between Ayr and Doon, 
« I faw a laddie at the pleugh: 

But Muſe ! a ſang I heard him crune, 
That {till ſeems in my lugs to ſough.“ 


* Fallow mortal! why ſae haſtie ; 

* Baniſh terror frae thy breaſtie ; 

Wae's me for the chance that chac'd thee 
* Frae thy ſnug houſie.“ 

*"'T was {ome way that way; and addreſt to 

e. A till'd-up mouſie. 

He loos'd his pleugh. I rade wi' him 

On his auld white mare, ſonſie Maggie; 

Wha, proud to think ſhe'd live in rhime, 

* Cockt head and tail, like ony ſtaiggie. 

lockt into his breaſt, and ſaw 

* Compaſhon for his fallow- creature, 

** Amang the feelings, ane and a', 

* 'That maiſt embelliſh human nature, 


ſent,ſ 


N © I looked up into his head 


hare Gude loſh !—What bright poetic fancies! 
E 2 wer 


6 
A' ſtriving whilk ſhou'd hae the lead, 


In ſoon- intended rhiming dances. 1 
“True judgement there directed a', A g 
And let them out in proper order; ; 

{© Imagination buſkt them braw ; 
And memory fat clark- recorder. 0 


& The virtues a' to recommend 1 
« Meetly appear d their common aim, 

But their true motive (weel [ kend) 
Was ardour for poetic fame. 

* I ſaw them plan, 1n calked lines, 
„Some {leely-jibing admonitions, 

© To drive our dour, dull Scots divines 
* irae gloomy, canting ſuperſtitions, 

| 


I ſaw them plan the Cottar's ingle; 1 
Where happy fat man, wife, laſs, callan: 
* And, in the general joy to mingle, 4» 
_ * Ev'n hawkie routs ayont the hallan. 
Frae hawkie comes the haleſome feaſt, 
* On which well-pleas'd they ſup or dine; OA 
And in thae ſober draughts maiſt bleſt, 
They never think of coſtly wine. 


* Cracks, tales, and ſangs, them canty keep, 
* Tillth* hours bring wonted bed- time roun 


8 


1 | 


43 Then ſound on caff or ſtrae they ſleep, | 
| = © While gentles, ſleepleſs, fret on down. 4 
=X < Bluſh, Greatneſs, at your ill-ſpent time 

; Jo you ſuch bliſs is ſeldom given. 
Can ye conceive the thoughts ſublime, 
On which they riſe frae earth to heaven? 


4 


KAblins the while your groveling thoughts 

= <© Are ſome infernal purpoſe brewing, 

Jo turn them frae their peacefu'” cotts, 
Or a' their peace, and Jenny, ruin *. 

* Thae fancies, when they wad befriend 
The poor folk, flow in faſt ſucceſſion; 

And when harſh maſters they wad bend, 
* Their very tykes bark at oppreſſion. 


“ They'll ſing in hamely paſtoral ſtile, 
(For which nae nation e'er cou'd brag us), 
Langs that will aye gar Scotland ſmile 
At whiſky, or a good fat haggies. 


en ſoothing, ſympathiſing ſtrain, 
ine; hey ſhall revive the heart that mourns.” L 
t, Then cried the Muſe, a' fidging fain, | | 
* I ſee you've found my Robbie Burns! 
g He 
eep, 


An alluſion to Burns's poem of the Cottar's Saturday 
night. 


1 


He frae his birth has been my care ! 
“He, till he dies ſhall be the ſame; 

* And ſangs frac him yell ſhortly hear, 
Jo rival yours, and Ramſay's fame.” 


Then crew the cock. The viſion fled. 
And whare was I ?—Juſt in my bed! 
The dream ay fiſthng in my head, 

I cou'd na reſt; 
But to write this to Burns, I ſaid, 

Ill do my belt. 


My beſt !—Alake !—Write Burns/—O fy ! 
What is there Burns can ken me by? 
Though ſometimes in the Muſe's pye 

I've had a finger, 
I've only ſhown, I fear, that I 

Am nae great finger. 


For had the few lines I hae penn'd 
Been worth, they had been better kenn'd. 
Conſcious myſel they'd thole amend, 

I ne'er durſt print them; 
But wore them in my pouch t'an end, 
Or brunt or tint them, 


d. 


Vet 


1 


3 Yet I commend your nobler daring, 

WET hat, ſpite of critics and their jarring, 

4 N ou'd bring to light your lines auld-farran, 
Ws That mak fic din; 

7 nd they've brought gowd to ear ſe warran, 
In gowpens in. 


ren Je dinna care a ſnuff 
2 For a' the ſilly fleeching {tuff}, 
Wi which the like o' me now puff 
Ye in preſumption ; 
I. or, though few bards be flattery- proof, 
ve ve rummle-gumption. 


9 


But Lord man! tell me, how is't wie ye, 
When ilka great man that ye ſee 
W Hads out his hand, or jouks to thee ? 
Are n' ye ſae fain 
Le're like to ſwelt—l'm ſure wer't me, 
Twad turn my brain! 


Ves, cock (as weel ye may) your creſt, 
And prize the praiſes o the beſt ! 
But tent this: Feather now your neſt. 
Hain for a ſair foot. 
Syne ye may dine, when ſome o' the reſt 


Maun lick the hare foot. 
R amſay 


( 40 


Ramſay at firſt, an' twas his due, BY 
Was courted, prais'd, careſt, like you : Wh. 
That ſangs and poets pleaſe maiſt when new, i Een 
He wiſely kend; 
And ſtill made ſangs, an' jeeſies too, A 
And filler hain'd. K 
Forgot, when auld, (I mind myſell) The 
He liv'd upon the Caſtle-hill, Y f 
Scarce ane e' er ſpeerd whare he did dwell, hs 
Or aught about him. <a 
But what car'd Allan? He cou'd bell : 
The cat without them, week 
Sae prudence bids you buſineſs chuſe, 1 1 
And no truſt a' thing to the muſe. « 9h 
O'er aft we've ſeen the jilt miſuſe | - ral 
The beſt o' poets ; IPA 
And mak them fain to pawn their hoſe, Wh, 
For ſlip-ſlap diets. = 
Soon as his friends w1' praiſe inflame i've f 
The youthfu' bard to flee at fame, hp 
a INS On w 
Quite ſpoilt for ilka ither game, Wi 0 
His thoughts tak flight, 


And leave his cares, affairs, and hame, 
Clean out of ſight, 


The 


1 


[he gowd of a' thae parts far eaſt, 
| Whare ſpite of fame, health, conſcience, reſt, 
Len ne'er-do-wells ſoon fill their kiſt, 
Aﬀects him little : 
n poetry he to ding the beſt, 
Plys a' his mettle. 


The live-lang day his fangs he'll crune, 

To th' burnie or the breeze's tune ; 

But finds, when near life's afternoon, 
He's a' wud wrang : 

His ſhoon, hoſe, ſark, breeks, a' thing done, 
Except his ſang. 


t ſets me weel to gie advice! 

Have I myſell been aye ſae wile ? 

My game, when I threw lucky dice, 
Have I ne'er ſticker ? 

What have I made my words to ſplice ! 


Made ?—De1l be licker. 


I've ſeen ſome wha begoud wi' leſs, 
On whaſe head few lay muckle ſtreſs, 
Wi' ſheep and runts ſtock, blads o' graſs ; 
While I hae nathing, 
F But 
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But meat, drink, health, content, and peace, 


And fire and claithing, 


The wyte, when I lay on the muſe, 
She tells me aye, herſel t'excuſe, 
That I was ne'er ſae gair as thoſe 
Wham wit ca's dull. 
Ye'll ſee, quo' ſhe, ſpite o' your noſe; 
Wha's been maiſt fool. 


{ hope ye think na to beſpatter ye, 

Like mony mae wi' fulſome flattery, 

Far leſs to rouſe your anger's battery, 
Was my intent. 


To let ye ken I'd like to clatter wi' ye, 


Was a' I meant. 


I ſeldom cringe to wealth or fame, 


Or o their friendſhip count the name: 


For the maiſt feck I live at hame, 
A farmer douce, 
Amang my bairmies and their dame, 
In this thackt houſe, 


Whar* 


Bu 


( 43 ) 
Whare we'd be glad to ſee ye, Gabbie 
: Fine fare I winna hecht. How n' a' be, 
Although we ſhou'd hae but ae ſybie, 
Ve'ſe get your ſkair. 
We'll aye get ſa't to it; and may be, 
Can barrow mair. 


[ downa bide to hear a glutton 
Fraifing about fine beef and mutton; 
never ken or care a button 

| What I'm to get ; 

But leave the wife her will to put on 


The pat or ſpit. 


The hoſt diſlikt, nae ſumptuous fare, 

Nae ven'ſon, turtle, or ſic ware, 

Wi' wines maiſt coſtly, rich, and rare, 
Which bring ſome gueſts, 

Shou'd e' er mak me green to come near 
Him or his feaſts. 


My mind in this ye partly ſee.— 
Gif ye diſlike it, let it be.— 
But gif it chance to pleaſe, and ye 
Think it worth while, 
e F 2 Faſtward 


G64 
Eaſtward frae Edinbrugh by the ſea, 


But fourteen mile; 


Ride through the town o' Preſtonpans ; 
Three miles ayont that leave the ſands ; 
Then ither twa thro'-gude rich lands, 
You'll find Loch-hill, 01 
And, ready to rin at your commands, 


Your friend 
James MyLXNE, 


CHORUS, 


E 


e 
IN THE ANCIENT MANNER. 


On the death of the celebrated Cuchullin, who 
was guardian to Cormac the infant monarch 
of Ireland, and who ruled the kingdom in 
his minority, Cairbar, Lord of Atha, at the 
head of a great band of rebels, beſieged the 
royal palace of 7emora ; and having barba- 
rouſly put to death the young Cormac, toge- 
ther with the ſons of ſome of the chief no- 
bility, uſurped the government of the king- 
dom. Fingal, ſovereign of Caledonia, being 
earlyapprized of the rebellion of Cairbar, had 
ſent his grandſon O/car with ſome troops to 
the aſſiſtance of Cormac. In the interval, and 
before intelligence arrived of the melancho- 
ly fate ofthe young monarch, the ſcene, which 
is the ſubject of the following Chorus, is ſup- 
poſed to paſs in the royal hall of Selma, where 
Fingal is ſitting in the midſt of his nobles, 
together with his ſon O//an, and the attend- 


ant bards. 
SCENT, 
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SCENE,—Fngal's Hall in Selma. 


FINGAL, OSSIAN, NOBLES, LADIES, BARDS 
ATTENDING. 


A diſmal found is heard of diflant ſhrieking. 


FIRST BARD, 


WIAr ſhrieks! 


SECOND BARD. 
What hideous groans! 


FINGAL, 


I know too well! 


FIRST BARD, 


Some dire preſage ! 


SECOND BARD, 


Some grief is nigh! 


FINGAL, 


For 


WI 


Fel 
| Ho 


| Me 


5 


1 


FIN GAL. 


Some ſpirits thus are wont to tell 
When thoſe moſt dear to Fingal die. 


FIRST BARD, 


| Felt ye that blaſt ? 
How ſwift it paſs'd 


SECOND BARD, 


{ Methought it ſhook the hall! 


THIRD BARD» 


What meteors there! 


| What lightnings blaze! 


FIRST BARD» 


Oh !—theſe portend 
A king, or kingdom's fall ! 


OSSIAN, 


Every breath new horror brings! 
Hark, hark, my harp! no human hand 
Has touch'd the ſtrings ! 
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That ſound ſo diſmal, hollow, low, 
Foretells approaching news of woe ! 


FINGAL, 


Strike, Oſſian! ſtrike thy harp, my ſon ! 
Call out the deep-reſounding, ſolemn tone : 
Sing on, till ſome compaſſionating ghoſt 
Come to tell what friends we've loſt ! 


OSSIAN, 


Spirits of our fathers dead ! 
Whether ye glide _ 
Smoothly o'er the cryſtal waves; 
Whether in the whirlwind's blaſt, 
Ye roll the whitening tide ; 
Or pour the night-ſhriek on the lonely hill; 
Or murmur oer your graves! 
Come in your cloudy cars, 
And tell in ſounds of woe, 
For what departed chiefs 
Muſt our deep ſorrows flow ! 


CHORUS. 
For what departed chiefs, &c. 


OSSIAN, 
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OSSIAN, 


Tell me of Oſcar, tell, 
Who ſails the ſtormy main: 


Oh! have you ſeen my darling ſon 


Amid his martial train ? 


Say, does brave Oſcar live; 

Or are his ſhips diſpers'd, 

And he, with all his band, 
In wat'ry tombs immers'd? 


Or, have they reach'd green Ullin's ſhorcs, 


And yet have come too late 
To ſave the ſons of Uſnoth brave, 
And Cormac, from their fate? 


CHORUS. 


Spirits of our fathers dead! 
Let us blind mortals know 
For what departed chiefs 
Muſt our deep ſorrows flow 


G 


(630 


BARD OF THE SECOND SIGHT, 


Invoke no ghoſts to tell you this ! * 


Blindneſs, mortals, here is bliſs! 
I fee, 1 ſee, with inward light, | 
I ſee, and curſe the dire anticipated fight 81 
Which brings too ſoon my pain. a 
I ſee, I ſee, beyond the deep | 
A ſcene that ſhall make thouſands weep! 0 


CHORUS FIRST. 


Whar ſcene ? O! 
T. 

' CHORUS SECOND» T] 

What ſcene ? I. 

Ho 


CHORUS THIRD. 
What ſcene? 


BARD. 


Ye hear the ſhrieks! I ſee the ghoſts ! 
Trembling they come from Erin's coaſts, 
Deterr'd by bloody horrors thence ! 


CHORUS 


Wo 


| CHORUS FIRST. 


What blood? What horror ? Tell the worſt ! 


CHORUS SECOND. 
Spcak, ſpeak ! 
CHORUS THIRD. 


Oh ſpeak, we're all ſuſpence ! 


BARD. 


Oſcar is ſafe! He holds his way! 
Tight are his ſhips, his warriors gay ! 
They ſoon {hall land—and yet too late! 
The ſons of Uſnoth too are well ! 
| The reſt, the reſt, oh urge me not to tell! 
CHORUS. 


Oh! tell the worſt of Fate! 


BARD. 


Oh horror! murder! fight of woe 


G 2 CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 


Tell, oh tell us, all you know ! 


BARD. 


Look not now on Ullin's ſhore ! 
Sce ye not the ſtreaming gore? 
Erin's young nobles now no more 
Shall Erin's expectations raiſe ! 
Cormac and his youthful peers 
Sporting with their fathers ſpears 
Practiſe the feats of riper years! 
Their little boſoms feel the warrior's flame! 
Their little boſoms feaſt on future fame! 


But death's dark night the whole deſtroys! 


CHORUS, 


Death's dark night the whole deſtroys ? 


BARD. 


Cairbar! Atha's gloomy Lord, 
Wheretore doſt thou draw the ſword ? 


Murderer ! Coward ! They are boys ! 


CHORUS: 


orr 
V 


1 


CHORUS, 


there no hand to ſave ? no ſword 
o ſtrike the murderers and prevent the blow: 


BARD. 


ere is no hand to ſave, or ſword! 
Ghoſts that glut in human gore 
Grimly glooming, ſtalk before! 
Murder grins at every door! 

Fly ? They cannot fly ! 
In heaps they fall !—they die !—they fall, 


! WM Murder'd in Temora's hall! 
Erin's youthful nobles, all 
81 Around poor Cormac lie! 
CHORUS. 


Murder'd in Temora's hall 
With murder'd Cormac die? 


BARD. 


Cormac lives yet !—The ſword is rais'd ! 
What gallant youth art thou 
| That 


1 


That intercept'ſt the falling edge 
Oh moſt unworthy blow 


Though generouſly, though nobly done, hat 
Thou giv'ſt thy king but ſhort relief! y fr 
Oh heart-confounding grief! 9 = 

'Tis Colla's ſon ! ap 

at 

5 
CHORUS. uw 

dee 

— His only ſon ? m 

BARD. 
With his lov'd Prince he leaves the light! ll g 
He dies! his morning ſun is ſet in endlef gin 
night! | } lay 
8 Le! 
CHORUS. 
Cormac and Colla's only ſon ! 
Alas! their days were ſcarce begun ! 
BARD, elce 
Of 
The murd'rous ſcene—1s done! ond 
Th 


CHORUS, 


ET ERR . 


n 


Us. 


i 


1 


n 


CHORUS, 


What wonder that afflicted ghoſts 

Wy from theſe unhappy coaſts ? 

; hat wonder that all nature mourn'd ; 
That harps ſpontaneous moan ; 

7 hat diſtant hills felt and return'd 

I 

Their dying groan ! 

& deed ſo horrible, ſo foul, was never told 
. modern Seer, or bard of old 


FINGAL», 


$ freetly-ſoothing, melancholy ſtrains 
ing, Oſſian, to their gentle ſpirits * f 
Way the anguiſh of their dying pains ! 


Let them with Joy to their new manſions 
{pring ! 


OSSIAN, 


eſcend to greet them, friendly ſhades 
Of kindred gone before ! 


onduct them, wond'ring and afraid, 
The regions new t' explore 


Riſe, 


4 


Riſe, gentle, ſtranger-ſpirits, riſe | 
Pain ye no more ſhall know ; 

In leaving life's uncertain joys, 
Ye leave its certain woe! 


Ye cannot ſee, indeed your names 
Among the great inroll'd ; 3 
But thorny are the paths to fame; 
And few are bleſs'd when old! 


Your fathers bleeding hearts, alas ! 
Which fondly once conceiv'd 

The hopes that you ſhould fill their place, 
Are of all hopes bereav'd ! 


But had they died, like you when young, 
They now had ſoundly ſlept, 
They had not flouriſh'd in the fong— 
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Nor for their children wept ! 


CHORUS, 


Spirits of Erin! ceaſe to mourn ! 
Too late ye our aſſiſtance ſeek ! 
Home to your airy dwellings turn; 
No more on Morven's mountains ſhrick 
INA 


n 


de, 


1 


g FINGAL, 

4 

Call in the wreſtlers from the geen, 

The nimble hunters from the heath ! 
hall we in idle ſports be ſeen ? 

No- Leet us haſte t' avenge their death 


* 
5 


1 
&. 
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CHORUS, 


Spirits of Erin ſpeed the happy gales! 

= Strengthen each fav'ring current and each 

wave! 

Fly ſwiftly home ward on our ſwelling ſails! 

= Haſte to avenge the dead, and the ſurvi- 
vors ſave! 


1 


II FRAGMENT 


18 


ES AS MEN © 


OF ANOTHER CHORUS. 


— —— — 
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SCENE,—The ſea-ſhore. The army landing by 
Moon- lig hi. 


BARDS AND SOLDIERS, 


FIRST BARD, 


C;LIDE on, fair, ſplendid Queen of Night, 
Through yon ſerene and ſable ſky ! 
Vhite-{kirted clouds blaze all with light! 
Darkneſs beyond the mountains fly ! 
Ye winds your breath reſtrain | 
Thou palely-thining main 
Still all thy ſwelling waves! 
Ye ghoſts, who with malicious joy 
Mifguided mariners annoy, 


Reſt in your hollow caves! 
Come 
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Come fathers, brothers, children, whom 
We loſt, when lately here before. 

Your fame we ſung ! We rais'd your tomb! 
The loſs of you we ſtill deplore ! 

With good-portending omens come, 
And welcome us aſhore! 


SOLDIER, 


Glimm'ring in the moon's pale light, 
Yonder ſtones of diſmal white, 
Mournful, mark the places where, 
With many a tear, 
Our friends we laid. 
Some of us too muſt lie there! 
But be not thence diſmay'd. 
in Swaran's wars though many fell, 
Yet many more were left to tell 
How they with honour fought; 
And how they fell as ſoldiers ought, 
Inevitable fate 
Awaits us all : 
Nut come it ſoon, or come it late, 


Like them renown'd we'll fall! 
wy mo * * 2 


H 2 A 
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A LYRIC DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN A 


BEAU AND A SOLDIER; 


BEAU, 


Hr plays a fooliſh game 
Who hazards life for fame, 
And on that fame relies 
T' inſpire love's flame. 
For ſhould the loſs of limbs or eyes 
His {trength or beauty maim, 
The ladies would the fool deſpiſe, 
With all his boaſted fame. 
Ha! what avails, that in the bloody field 
Ihe ſoldier has made thouſands yield, 
See by ſome gayer youth, in love more ſxill d 
The hero's miſtreſs from him torn ! 
How ſoldier, how ſhall this be borne ? 
Better with ſteel had thou been kill'd 


Than with a woman's ſcorn ! 
SOLDIER 


„„ = 


WI 


353% — 


U. 


1 


SOLDIER, 


To think that ſuch dunces as you, 
Will cer by the fair be eſteem'd like the 
brave, 


Wich victory's wreaths on his brow ! 


Such painted moth-flies 
The ladies deſpiſe; 
Though rolling your eyes, 
Though heaving ſoft ſighs, 
Ye think ye are wonderous charming 
Though ſmiling moſt ſweetly, though look- 
ing ſo wile ; 


1 Though friſking and liſping out ignorant 


lies, 
The conduct of ſoldiers ye dare criticiſe, 
And of battles and ſieges determine! 
A ſoldier who wants both his limbs and his 
eyes 
Is worth twenty tribes of ſuch vermine. 
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THE 


BRITISH KINGS, 


* * „ 8 
W * 1 


[ 


4 


1 
: 


A 
TN ARB 


PES. 


CADWALLAN, King of the Britont. 
Os Rick, King of Northumbria. 
Kenwarl, King of Weſſex. 
OswaALD, Son of Kenwal. 
ANFR1D, the Friend of O/rick. 
ARTHUR, a Prince of the Britons. 
BRU DVUs, the friend of Cadwallan, 
An old Druid. 


LADIES. 


Euua, Cadwallan's Queen. 
LENA, Ofrick's Queen. 
ELFRIDA, Daughter of Aenwa!, 
ETHA, Friend of Emma. 
HANNA, attending E/frida, 


Officers, Soldiers, &c. 


3 


_ 


Int 


ACT I SCENE L 


A Woop. 


Enter Haſlily Lena and Elfrida, 


LENA. 


2 
| IOxwarp yet farther Let me not again 
he dragg'd by ruffians ! O my generous Prin- 
4 ceſs ! 

© But lead me by the wildeſt, pathleſs groves, 
Into the center of this foreſt's darknels ; 
Then leave me !—Solitude beſt ſuits me now. 


ELFRIDA. 


| Here, where the woods firſt cover us, and we, 
Unſeen ourſelves, ſee all the adjacent plain, 
told my maid, that we would wait her 
coming, 

She brings with her two ſuits of mens attire, 
] Which 


( 6} - ; 
1 TI 


Which I provided ; left in theſe rude times 
Of war and danger, if unfortunate, ar 
It might ſeem ſafeſt to conceal our ſex. 4 
So garb'd, like youthful warriors, will W 
find | 
My fathcr's camp. We in an hour may reac: 
That ſanctuary, the moſt ſecure for you. W,. 


LENA. 

01 

O let me rather find among theſe wilds ; W 

Some Cavern in the earth or clifted rock; I Ar 
Where I may lay me down, and weep awar ; 

My few remaining hours of miſery. By 
* 

ik 

ELFRIDA, a 17 

No 


What mean thy words? Wouldſt thou 
linquiſh ſo BY 

The hopes that beauty, youth, and fortui# 
give thee 


Of many years of future happineſs ? 2 
LENA. 5 WE 


My happy years are gone! My conſcio Tt 
ſoul | 


Think 


r Ibo» 60 


Des 


War 


tung 


* 


„ 


Thinks all who look on me have known my 
ſhame ; 


And look but to inſult my abject ſtate ! 


* 


. 


3 


. 
; 


ELFRIDA, 


Let fear of inſult, let remorſe and ſhame, 
With all their tortures tear Cadwallan's heart 
That harden'd heart !—Good heav'ns! Can 

ſuch men be? 
Diſgrace of human nature ! Such there are 
Who find a fiend's enjoyment in the wreck 
And ſorrow which they bring on ruin'd vir- 
tue! 
But though with loathing and averſion thou 
Haſt borne fuch injury from brutal violence, 
None will inſult thee. Why ſhould thy pure 
breaſt 


Feel any pangs like thoſe the guilty feel! 


LENA, 


What ſharper pangs can the moſt guilty 
tee]? 
My ſpirit all-indignant, now deteſts 


Theſe its polluted limbs, and longs to leave 


them, 
I 2 FI FRID 2. 
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ELFRIDA. 


Now none remains of Edwin's race, bu 


you, 


To fill Northumbria's throne, with valtan: A 


Oſrick, 


The worthy huſband of your youthful choice 


Think, if you now without deſcendants die, 
He muſt reſign that kingdom to another. 


LENA, 


I ne'er can ſee him more 


ELFRIDA. 


Not ſee thy Lord? 
Thou loved'ſt him ſure ? 


LENA. 


Lov'd him! Where was that wealth, 
That power, or titles that could make me 


wed, 
Through avarice or ambition, where I lo 


not ! 


13 RP B35 * —— 2 
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lis race unknown, no wealth or friends had 
4 he! 
. is merit won, and ſtill retains my heart 


EL FRI DA. . 


But was the ſecret of his birth ne'er known ? 


- 4 
NCC, 


LENA. 


9 A 
S e 


That oft we ſought, but ne'er could yet ö 
unravel. [| 
A paper, found among his infant-weeds, | 
3 him nobly born: To that great truth, 
Elis form majeſtic, his exalted mind, 
EUnfolding with his years, gave ampleſt proof, 
Ip forc'd aſſent. His every action now, 
Ranks him among the firſt of Albion's heroes. 
Move hun '—Alas ! 


wretched ? 


5 : * * 5 * * K 
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But {hall I make him 


ELFRIDA, 


Moſt wretched would the loſs of Lena 
v4 make him. : 


Ae i . 


11: LENA, 
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LENA. 0 

| 180 
More wretched would he be to fee her thu 
Polluted ! In ſome unfrequented grove 
With ſilent anguiſh will I caſt me down, 

Determin'd never more to riſe to light. Fe 
The ghoſt, perhaps, of one who there hn . 
fallen, b 
Like me, the victim of deſpair, unſeen, 1 

Shall ſigh with me in ſympathetic ſounds ; WW T} 


Or ſilently according with my ſoul, 
Raiſe from the earth its ſentiments, attun“ 


To the full harmony of heavenly thought, 


ELFRIDA. 


Since now eſcap'd from what thou mo! 


abhorr'ſt | 
LENA, ; 
Ha 
Eſcap'd— Alas Has the poor hind e W. 
ſcap'd, | 
That flies, the barbed arrow in her heart 
Like her eſcap'd, I feel like her the wound 


1 


Of certain death; like her I only feek 
Some quiet covert, there to die in peace! 


chm 


ELFRIDA, 


2 £ 
5 
— . 
& Let me through every deſart go with thee, 
And guard thee from this frenzy of deſpair. 
ha . 
| 
Ah! find ſome happier friend to ſharethebliſ 
0] : . 5 . © 
hy virtuc merits, —Leave me and my for- 
_- rows. 
ni 
: ELFRIDA. 
{ 14 : 
Inhuman were the heart that thus could 
' leave thee! 
mot LENA. 
Bure thine is more than human! Generous 


ö maid ! 

Has thy benevolence made thee forget 
de What foes our fathers to each other were 
' ELTRIDA. 


But I ſhall never be a foe to thee ! 


# 


What 


n—— ow  vwn 


1 


What though my father now leads on hi; 


bands 
To aſſiſt Cadwallan ! 


LENA. 


Ha! To aſſiſt that villain' 
And cameſt thou with that hoſtile power 


ELFRIDA. 
A wiſh 
To fee this country, I ſo much had heard oi, 


Brought me for once with armies to the field 
But ſure ſome power divine in ſecret ſped m. 


HONED | FI 


To reſcue thee, while yet the tyrant ſlept. 
No 
LENA. Ble 
o hadſt thou come, when firſt I call'd N . 
heav'n . by! 
To fave me from diſhonour, I had though pre 
thee An 

One of its angels — They, tis ſaid, have 
come, | | Ex 

In lovely forms like thine, to virtue's aid. 

But I'm unworthy of ſuch care of heaven? Pro 


ELFRID 


n . - þ 
As 1 


C38 1 


ELFRIDA. 


Believe me, ſent by heav'n to fave thee {till ! 
My father will convey thee to thy Olrick. 


F at WEIR $4 


' LENA. 
2 
Alas! who knows if yet my Oſrick lives! 
* ; * 
1 ELFRIDA. 
of | fave you not heard of him ſince his defeat? 
, Z 
eld. g LENA. 
| me i 
My own aſtlictions followed that fo faſt, 
No time was giv'n me to enquire of him. 
F Bleeding at many wounds my father came! 
1 Ere he could ſpeak, this tyrant of the Britons, 
na 


Whoſe love I had rejected, came enraged: 

WW Evn in my arms he flew thee, O my father! 
gl. | Preſent to me ſtill ſeem thy dying pangs, 
And thoſe ſad looks, which, after ſpeech had 


ave 5 
fail'd, 

5 Expreſs'd more ſtrong than language could, 

thy fears, 


| Prophetic of my fate. 
"= K SCENE 


— — — 


4 


SCENE I. 


Enter Hanna Haſtily. 
HANNA. 
6 comes 


ELFRIDA. 


Give me the cloaths. But do not follow us, 


LENA. 


Protect me heavens!—Oh let ſome ravenous 
Dealt 
Relieve me from this monſter more abhorr'd' 


Exit with Elfrida. 


HANNA alone. 


III from a different quarter meet his fight, 
Aud by ſome falſe intelligence miſguide him. 
Exit. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Cadwallan and Brudus, 


CADWALLAN. 


ANFORM me, for you know, how ſhe eſcap'd. 


þ BRUDUS. 1 


The Ladies of the Caſtle, when they heard 
ih arrival of the daughter of your friend, 
The King of Weſſex, went and introduc'd her 
ou; n royal form. She ſtaid not long within, 

But walk'd forch to the garden with a train 

rd! WO many ladies. Among thoſe we find 
Phe had conceal'd the Princeſs of Northum- 
N bria, 
They fled together by the lower gate 


Into that wooded bank, that copſe, which 


winding 

Along the river meets the foreſt here. 
They cannot yet be farther than 
: K 2 CAD- 


1 


CADWALLAN. 


You wiſh them 
Traitors ! ye all conſpir'd againſt my peace 
And was it pity mov'd your ruffian hearts 
No! "Twas ſedition Say, who murmur 
firſt ? . 
But all ſhould ſuffer for the traiterous deed 


—_— S, 
r PW 3 OT ON 


BRUDUS, 


r 


47 ee : W 
eee 
—— 


2 
CC 


Let no ſuch thoughts diſturb your roy: 
breaſt: | 
Your ſoldiers {till are faithful. 


©, 


1 


— 


CADWALLAN. 


Think'ſt thou fo? 


0 


I'll ſearch however. 
BRU bus. Ce 


Yonder! See my lieg & 


£ 3 
CADWALLAN, 
Methought I ſaw a female form glide quid Nt 


Through yonder trees, 


BRUD:: 


BRU DUS. 


It was Elfrida's maid ! 


CADWALLAN, 


Purſue you that way. I will guard this 
opening. 


Exit Brudus, 


I know not wherefore 'tis : But from this 
act, 
By which I thought at once to gratify 
My love and my revenge, my thoughts recoll, 
In conſcious ſtarts; as from ſome thocking 


-4>: tl . IS ty 


roy. 


1 


9 deed, 
, [MW Some monſtrous crime. When I expected 
I bliſs, 


# A ſecret chilling horror through me ran, 
Confounding every ſenſe, Thou Judge ſe— 

eg: 1 : 

hat hold'ſt thy ſtrict tribunal in our breaſts! 
| Twas thy juſt ſentence, which no wealth can 
| bribe, 
vid N er repel leaſure's opiate ſoothe 
| No power repel, no pleaſure's opiate . 


ba SCENE 


8 EN E UV. ft 
zut 


Enter Brudus with Hanna, 


HANNA, 


I KNow not where they are.— I ſought them 
here, 

Becauſe I thought Elfrida, by this way, 

Would lead th' unhappy Princeſs to the place, 

Where Kenwal 1s encampt. 


CADWALLAN. H 
Is he ſo near us! 1 

Wha 

HANNA. N 

Ant 


We left him lately ſcarce a mile from this. N w. 


CADWALLAN, 


Have they not fled to him 


HANNA, 


HANNA. 


9 Alas! I know not, 
But 'tis moſt probable. 


CADWALLAN, 


Then tollow them, 


Exit Hanna, 
em 


SCENE: 


ce, 


CADWALLAN. 


How am 1 chang'd !—Erewhile when 1 

was told, 

That Kenwal came, my heart was wont te 

5 leap, 
{anticipating happineſs. 
15, would avoid him, 


But now 


BRUDUS, 


Yet he brings thee aid! 


A, Cap- 


(80 


CADWALLAN, walking aſide. 


And why avoid him !—No. It is not ſhame 
Is it remorſe ?—PFor what ?—I did no wrong 
Then what diſturbs me !—Falſely we ſeek de 


light 


From pleaſure's cup, when conſcience taint: 


che draught. 


BRU DUS. 


Why ſhould you ſtartle at a juſt revenge 


CADWALLAN. 


By heav'n, tis juſt! 
ſcorn'd! 
And for ſo mean a rival; whoſe bale blood 
No father owns. 
Inflam'd to fury !—What is done, I did 
In paſſion. Cool reflection now condems it. 
All will condemn it,—All my former friend: 


Will turn indignant from me. Let them 
do lo ! 
Think'ſt thou that Kenwal will withhold hi 
aid! 
BRUDUS, 


To be rejected, 


"Twas diſappointed lore 


pou 


6810) 


BRU DUS. 


We need no aid of him to conquer Oſrick. 


CADWALLAN. 


cannot, like a ſuperſtitious girl 

Jo her confeſſor, figh a piteous tale 

Ot human frailty, and implore forgiveneſs. 
Made of more ſtubborn ſtuff, my haughty 


ge: nat ill can bear ev'n friendſhip's kind re- 
buke, 


win fwell with ill-tim'd paſſion, and convert 
28) 5 My friend into a foc. 


BRU DUS. 


love From that, I hope, 
| Your long-try'd friendſhip will ſecure you 
it. | both. 


end 
hem CADWALLAN. 
i Letus bring'up our army cre we mect him. 
15 4 


1. BRUDUS, 


U. 


1 


BRU DUS. 


Tvwere beſt to meet him ſoon; ere ſlandet: 


breath 
Infect this action with a fouler ſtain, 


Th 


= - 1 _ 
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Exec ; 


SCENE YL 


Enter Lena and Elfrida, in mens cloaths, 
. Wi 


( ELFRIDA, an 


Now they are gone. Come forward wit!: For 

| allurance : | The 
And ſince we have put on th' attire of men, The 
Let us endeavour to aſſume the looks 


j And fearleſs geſtures of the bolder ſex. 
1 LENA. 3 
h 
Howe'er diſguis'd, my fears and ſorrow: Aim 
t | ; 
| till 
\ Confeſs the female weakneſs of my heart! 


HANNA, 


OW) 


MAW 


1 HANNA entering. 


Your father, Lady, and your brother come 


This way on foot, advanc'd before their troops. 


13 


Exit. 


ELFRID A. 


Then with them comes our ſafety. 


L E N A. 


Safety! Ha! 


With whom? Alas! With Edwin's enemies! 
And have they not combin'd with Oſrick's 


foes 


Tor our deſtruction? Where is then the hope, 
The ſole ſad hope, that ſooth'd my miſery ! 
The hope of vengeance ? 


ELFRIDA. 


Know our fathers: better! 


E Whilſt emulous in the field, with ardour both 
Aim'd, at their rivals, wounds, deſtruction, 


death, 
L 2 Reciprocal] 


1 


Reciprocal eſteem both boſoms warm'd ; 
And cach had mourn'd his own complex 


ſucceſs. | 
"Tis true, Cadwallan is my father's friend, 


And now expects th' aſſiſtance of his force. 


zut when my father knows th' unworthy ad 
20 late committed, he will change his put 


poſe. 
Let us inform him of it. 


LENA. 


Let me fly 
From him, from all, to filence and deſpair! 
Shall I bow down before Cadwallan's friend 
And when I've, bluſhing, told my ſhamefi 
tale, 
Be fcorn'd, and ſent, perhaps, a captive back 


ELERIDA, 


So baſe an action never ſtain'd his fame! 
Diſtreſs to Kenwal ſeldom ſues in vain ! 
Remember we're diſguiſed! From . 

ſprung, 


You {hall appear his ſon, Without a bruſh 
Relat: 


| 
| 


f 
01 


air! 


end: 
netu. 


ack' 


je! 


{wil 


II 


elate 


Relate to Kenwal no fictitious tale 
of Edwin's murder, and his daughter's 


[ 


$ ſion, 


Ct 33 } 


wrongs. 


LENA. 


How can my ſwelling heart and fault'ring 
tongue i 


E Expreſs ſuch wrongs! With more eaſe thou 


| may {t tell it. 
And if thy friendly boſom heave a ſigh, 


Or eyes let fall a pitying tear for me, 


Iwill give ſuch graceful force to thy expreſ- 


44 DS. © \ 
# As cannot fail to move a father's heart, 


ELFRIDA. 


Thou would'ſt not then, it ſeems, remain 
unknown! 


LENA. 


Known I muſt not 


Did that eſcape me? 
be! 


ELFRIDAs 
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ELFRIDA. ; 


My well-known voice would ſoon diſcovs ? 
us ! 
If you would be unknown, you mult attemy 
To ſpeak in this diſguiſe ike Edwin's ſon, 


LENA, 


Muſt I attempt it? 


ELTRIDA. 


Yes: If you would ſave 
Your huſband from deſtruction, and yourſeli V 
From the deteſted fate, which now you fly, 


LENA. 


For thoſe great ends, wilt thou, my father; 0 
ſpirit! 


Who {till perhaps behold'ſt thy wrerchet Ii, 
daughter, 
Forgive that daughter, when thou ſee'ſt het 
bow 


To beg protection from thine enemy ? 
ELFRID2 
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1 LT RID A. 
ore See they are here! Let us move towards 
| them, 
mp 
Y, 
SCENE VIL 
To them enter Kenwal and Ofwald, 
: 0 KENW AI. 
ave 
ric! V > 
a. Loox warriors, ye appear as if ye had 
v. 5 
: bomething of moment to inform us of. 
LENA. 
fer; Great is the fame of Kenwal in the field; 
= But greater far compaſſion's nobleſt acts! 
i eU 0 . . 5 . ” P 
”* {WPiltreſs, *tis ſaid, ne'er pray'd to him in vain ; 
= And oft his foes, when other hopes had fail d, 
- her <P : 
er Have found relief in his benevolence. 
Conſiding in that fame behold the fon 
Of Edwin thy moſt hated enemy: 
04. 


KENWAL, 


13 


Thou Edwin's ſon? 


thy ſorrows 


Riſe, riſe, and tel 


To me, who never did thy father hate. 5 
| 
LENA. | 
} 

And if thou didſt, tis time that hate ſhoui 
ceaſe: ; 


For Edwin now can injure thee no more ! 


KENWAL. 

What mean thy words: We heard of hi | ( 
defeat, 3 

But not his death! In battle has he fall'n 1 01 


LENA. 


They bore him from the battle to his for- 
treſs, 
Wounded and feeble with the loſs of blood. 
Cadwallan came, and in that very hall, 
Where oft in feſtive mirth they ſat together, 
He flew my father fainting in his wounds 


QSWALD 


1 89 3 


OS WALD. 


, 

T" & 

el What? Faint with former wounds In 
his own hall! 


And when the rage of battle had ſubſided ? 


LENA. 


; 
10ulc a 1 Ae , 

} Ev'n in his ſhrieking daughter's arms he 

Y 

4 


flew him! 


e! 
E KENWAL, 

eon Edwin! Edwin!——Whilſt thou waſt 
Ss  inlife, 

| I often wiſh'd thee dead! Witneſs theſe 


It gives me now no joy 
4 once 

J thought a paſſion worthy of the brave, 
peems now the baſeſt vice of little minds! 
Mat! in his daughter's arms! He !—Cad- 
| wallan ? 


Lould he do this? 


Revenge, which 


M LENA, 


4 


i E LENA, 


| Oh! had he done no worſe, 
43 I never, never thus had ſued to thee ! 


KENWAL, 


Wrong not my friend Though in reſent 
ment fierce. 
By honour's faireſt laws he ever hv'd; 


And liv'd renown'd. Worſe !—What cout! 
he do worle? 


LENA. 


One daughter Edwin had, by all efteem! 
Of virtuous fame, Forgive me—Oh! for. 


give me! 


KENWAL. 


He ſlew not her! 


LENA. 


Why, why, too rigid heav'n! 
Was ſhe not doom'd to that far milder fate 
KENWAL 


„ 


KENWAL. 


Command thy ſorrows till thy tale be told, 


rſe, 


I LENA, 


| Torn, while ſhe claſp'd her murder'd fa- 
T ther's corſe, 

And hither dragg d by violence, ſhe ſuffer'd 
ET he worſt ſhe could from cruelty and luſt ! 


ſent. 


ul 
KENWAL. 
How know you what the Princeſs ſuffer'd 
there ? 
nt LENA, 
for. 


A captive there, too well was J inform'd 
Dt her unhappy fate. 


KEN WAI. 


Where 1s ſhe now 


LENA, 


Thy daughter, like an angel ſent from 


9 
TAL heav'n, 


M 2 But 


('92 ) 
But ah! too late, to ſave the innocent, 


Came while Cadwallan flept. Her gener, 
heart | 


Was ſoften'd with th' account of Lem 


wrongs: 
She, with the ladies who had charge of he: 
Led the unhappy Princeſs to a garden, 
Whence they together fled to come to you, 


KENWAL, 


To us they have not come. 


LENA, 


Ha! Have they not? 
A conſcious ſhame perhaps keeps her cos 
ceal'd. 


KENWAL. 


You too were captives.— How did ye g 
free? | 


LENA. 


We owe our ſafety to your daughter to. 


KENWAL 


ws, 9 * : # 7 * Yy 5 
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KEN WAL. 


nero 
What? While Cadwallan flept ? 
Len 
LENA. 
1 
of her Yes! while he ſlept. 
you. | KENWAL-« 
| Elfrida could not then ſolicit him : 
And without his conſent who durſt releaſe 
you ? 
LENA, 
t? Thoſe who had charge of us did venture it. 
r cu 
| KENWAL, 
{ 'Twould be imprudent, youth, for us to 
f give | 
ye An haſty credit to a tale like this, 


no friend. 


EZ Told by 
LENA. 


too. Indeed I cannot boaſt 
Of being thy friend. —But in Elfrida's father 


1 


(WAL 


( 94 ) . 


I thought to have found a generous mind lik: 


WE I TI ROS 


hers, 
That would a little while protect a wretch, We 
Till Oſrick with his army came to ſave me. 
KENWAL, E 
Protection thou {halt have: For though thy N 
tale 
Sounds ſcarce like truth, I feel within m 
breaſt ; I 
A tenderneſs that wiſhes to relieve thee. , 
| | 
LENA. 5 
Our tale confirm'd will ſoon remove your | 
doubts. Hi 
. N 
KENWAL (to one of his officers.) S 
Captain Conduct theſe Princes to our i 
tent. : 
There let them be attended with reſpect. N 
[ Exeunt Lena and Elfrida attend. In 
BY 


SCENE 


* 
* 
* 

* 
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& 

3 


1 


like 6 

. 
„ SCENE VIII. 
1e. 

i KENWAL, @SWALD. 


thy 


: KENWAL, 
ol . 
; III. not believe it. No! It muſt be falſe! 


OS WALD. 


Can you diſtruſt him? Surely from the 
heart 

| His ſorrow flow'd! With a more decent bluſh 

Not Lena could relate her injuries. 


Our 


Our KENWAL, 


We know him not! 


Be flow, my fon, 


to truſt 
1 The ſmootheſt tongue, when it reviles a 
friend: 
LEI you may curſe too late the fatal falſe- 
hood, 


OSWALD- 


OSWALD. 


His years ſpeak innocence; and in hi 
looks 
Appears the noble pride that ſcorns deceit, 


KENWAL., 


Think you Cadwallan, like a prodigal, 
Would, for a moment's pleaſure, throw away 
All the renown his life had treaſur d up? 


OSWALD. 
Tis ſaid, that noble though he is, his paſ- 
ions 
Rule with no common force. He's forward, 
bold, 


Impatient to poſſeſs what he deſires; 
Warm in his friendſhip, fierce in enmity, 
And obſtinately cruel in revenge. 

When victory had put it in his pow'r 
To gratify at once love and reſentment, 
What might he not? 


j 4 1 
b « 
| 60 ] 


He 


E 20-1 


XEN WAL. 


I cannot think that he, 

Io ature in age, would by impetuous paſſion 

j Be hurried now to deeds of ignominy; 
After his youth for almoſt half a life 

3 nad been in ſolitude and ſorrow ſpent. 


1s 


FRO. 


OSWALD. 


3 

7 WH Oft have I heard his ſufferings ſpoke of 

thus, 

As facts well-known: © How ſhort while at- 

q * ter marriage 

. © Had bleſt him with your faireſt ſiſter's 
* charms, 

d, Io ſhun the rage of ſtronger enemies, 
He was compell'd to plunge into the Severn, 
Io ſwim aboard a veſſel, and in her 
| © Put off to ſea.” But why, or in what place, 


He ſtaid fo long, I ne'er diſtinctly heard. 


IS — 5 


KENWAI. 
He reach'd the ſhip. 


mariners 


1 N 


Deſerted of her 


She 


— — —_ 
— — — * 


— 


418 


She in the eaſtern gale and ebbing tide 

Already ſtretch'd her cable. That he ſever'd, 

Off flew the veſlel.—Fierce the tempeſt ro: 

And drove him kelpleſs o'er the ſwelling bil. 
lows 

Three days and ſtormy nights. On the fourth 
morning 

He ſaw the white waves waſh a rugged ſhore 

At no great diſtance. Right on that he ſteer'd, 

Dath'd on the rocks; the planks aſunder le. 

On one of thoſe he floated to the ſhore. 

Climbing the rocks he found an iſle, wher: 
man 

Had ſeldom trode. The cautious mariner 

Avoids the dangerous coaſt, where nature 
yields 

Nought to allure his avarice. Yet there, 

In want and ſolitude, he foſter'd life, 

For ſixteen tedious years, Each morn he 
chmb'd 

The higheſt land, and o' er the ocean look'd, 

With wiſtful gaze. At laft a bark appear d, 

Far in the Weſt. —His eager ſignal caught 

The ſeaman's eye.—She boldly ſtem'd the 
{urge : 


vn ® 
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But bolder ſtill, Cadwallan breaſts the waves, 

And gains her tow'ring fides.—Now ſafe a- 
board, 

The winds propitious waft the exile home 


To Albion's land. 


OSWALD., 


But Emma was no more, 
Fre he return'd ? 


KENWAL, 


You've often heard her fate. 
His enemies, ſoon after his departure, 
His caſtle fir d, and barb'rouſly deſtroyed 
In it poor Emma, with her infant fon. 


OSWALD. 
The light-arm'd bowmen, whom you ſent 
before ! 
KENWAL. 


Their ſignals ſpeak an enemy at hand 


N 2 SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 


Enter an officer, with archers, } 


QFFICER. 


N OT diſtant far, we through the trees de- 


ſcry'd 


An army well arrang'd. At firſt we thoughti: 


Cadwallan's hoſt, nd towards it advanc'd: 
But, when witE... three arrow-flights, ve 

knew * 
The bloody banners and the lengthen'd ſpears 
Of the Northumbrian front. 


KEN WAL, 


Call all to arms ! 
[ Exeunt archers. 


In this oppreſſive cauſe I will not fight. 


OSWALD. 


What-meaſures will you then purſue ? 
KEN WAL, 


Te 


Tc 
Ar 


Co 


It « 
An 
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KENWAL. 


; Ill try 
To mediate peace: Though ſmall, I own, my 
hope 
To reconcile ſuch rivals, whoſe fierce minds 
Are ſo incens'd by recent injuries. 


OSWALD. 


But, ſince you hold the balance of their 


he i force, 
d: Oauld you not make them finiſh their diſpute 
we ky ſingle combat? 


KEN WAL. 
cars j 


Yes.—By that alone 

t can be finiſh'd. One of them muſt fall; 
And by his death give life and peace to thou- 
| ſands. 

4. [ Alarm, and exc unt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE I. A Wood. 


(Enter Oſrick and Anfrid, with ſoldiers bring, 


ing in two of the Britons priſoners, 


ANFRID. 


- 
_ — —— — — — 


Wert ye ſent hither to explore our force: 


- 


FIRST PRISONER, 


We were commanded in this wood to 
ſearch 

For the Northumbrian Princeſs, who this 
morning | 


Made her eſcape. 


Os RIcK. 
My Princeſs She eſcap'd 


SECOND 


PA 


Cat 


Th 
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SECOND PRISONER, 


Yes, — The Northumbrian Princeſs, 


OS RICK. 
In this wood? 


rant. 
$ SECOND PRISONER, 


We ſaw them to this foreſt aim their courſe. 


OSRICK, 


_ Saw them — By whom is ſhe accompany'd? 


FIRT PRISONER, 


Elfrida, daughter of the King of Weſlex, 


| Came while Cadwallan ſlept, and ſtole her oft. 


this OSRICK, 
The daughter of the King of Weſſex ſav'd 
her ? 
FIRST PRISONER. 
[ Yes: And 'tis thought that in her father's 
camp 


xD They both are ſafe, 


OSRICE, 
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pe 

OS RICE. * 

Great Governor of al}! ly 

Accept my thanks Protect my wife, a” 


bleſs 
This generous daughter of mine enemy ! 


ANFRID. 


A trumpet ſounds ! 


OS RICK. 


Remove the priſoners. 


They are led ou. 
Zee what this means. 


AN OFFICER (entering. 


One from the King of Welle; 
Who in his right hand waves the branch d 

| peace, 

And in his left a ſpear. 


OSRICK, 


Let him come forward. 1 
IIe by his ſignals comes to offer peace 


Upon 


l 


ſpon conditions. Well, I fear, he knows 

o make advantage of this incident ! 

ly Queen his captive! What can be too much 
or Lena's ranſom ? 


C, an 


SCENE IL 


Enter Ofwald with attendants.) 


OSWALD, 


To Northumbria's Prince 
The King of Weſſex wiſhes health and peace. 


Os RICK. 


eſſer From the Weſt-Saxon King we look d for 
ch > war; 
hough more we wiſh for peace on equal 
terms. 
OS WALD. 
ud. This Kenwal bids me tell thee. He fore- 
ſees 
Upon 0 The 


The certain iſſue of theſe hoſtile broils, 


In wide-ſpread ruin: He laments its cauſe: 


He ſees with pain the ſons of this, fair iſle 


Waſte in domeſtic wars their common fore: 
Which, if united, might have rais'd thei 


country | 
To be the dread and envy of the world, 


OS RICE. 


I never with the Briton can unite. 


OSWALD. 


So Kenwal fears: For not unknown to lun 


is the fell rancour that inflames you both, 
But ſince, ſays be, the wrong is perſonal, 
Since each avows his purpoſe in this war 
'To be the death and ruin of his foe ; 


Involve not guiltleſs thouſands in the vet 


geance ; 
But let the rival Kings themſelves atchieve 


This bloody purpoſe with their ſingle {words 


OS RICK. 


Our ſingle ſwords Oh tis my keeneſt wild 
1 


ven- 


. 


Net Kenwal bring Cadwallan to my ſword, 
N { aſk no more. Then one or both 1thall fall! 
And all in Albion may like brothers join 

ro ſtrike a terror in the nations round. 


OS WALD. 


in yonder wood, between your hoſt and 
ours, 
There is a deep receſs, —It has been nam'd 
The trav er's couch; (for nature ſeems t have 


deck'd 


And ſown its cloſe green turf with ſweeteſt 


flow'rs, 
For the relief of weary travellers.) 
There, at the foot of a tall ſpreading oak, 
Which near its middle ſingly thades the 
ſtream, 
You'll find the King of Weſſex. He entreats 
That you without delay will meet him there, 
To ratify the articles of combat. 


OS RICK. 


1 go with ſpeed. 


O0 2 OSWALD, 


10 


Os WALD. 


Take but along with you 


Some choſen friends and guards, — I am hi 


ſon; 


And am commanded with your troops to {tz 


Till your return, an hoſtage for your ſafety, 


OSRICK, 


Son of a gallant father! I embrace thee 
With true affection. —Anfrid, let the Princ: 
Be entertain'd with the diſtinction due 
To his high rank, and with thy beſt regard, 
Yes, noble youth, all gratitude 1s due 
To him whole ſiſter ſav'd my hapleſs queen, 


OSWALD. 


Had they, as we expected, reach'd our 


camp, 
It now had been my fortune to reſtore 


Thy Princeſs to her Lord. 
Os RICK. 


Not reach'd your camp: 
OSWALD, 


cn, 


Our 


LD, 
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Os WALD. 


Not when J left it. 


OS RICK. 


Ha !—Where are they then ? 


OGOSWALD, 
We thought t' have found them under your 
protection. 
OSRICK, 


They are together {tl! !—But how ?—Per- 
haps, 


Again his captives !-—Or through devious 


wilds, 


Miſtaking us for enemies, they fly, 


Ready to drop fatigu'd, or faint with fear, 
At ev'ry waving buſh or ruſtling leaf. 


dend out ſtrong parties. Leave no grove un- 
ſearch'd 
Till ye have found your Queen—How did 
you hear | 
Of their eſcape ? 
OSWALD, 


(21 


OSWALD. 


For he too had eſcap'd captivity, 
And to my father came with confidence. 


OS RICK. 


The ſon of Edwin Edwin left no ſon 


OS WALD. 


He left no ſon What! Could fo young 
a boy 
Be an impoſtor ? Thy ſuſpicion gueſs'd 
Aright, my father ! Age 1s ever cautious. 


OSRICE., 


Edwin had but one ſon the gallant Os 
i | 
Him, brave beyond the promiſe of hi 


years, 
| ſaw in battle fall by mortal wounds. 


OSWA LD, 


"Twas from the ſon of Edwin: 
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OSWALD. 


The boy then play'd it well. He told a 


tale 
That mov'd us much. I'm pleas'd to find it 


falſe. 
OS RICK. 


What tale told he? 


OS WALD. 


*Twould loſe your time to hear it. 


OSRICK. 
True! an impoſtor's tale deſerves no cre- 
dit. 
OSWALD (to ſome of his attendants. } 


Conduct brave Oſrick to the trav'ller's 
couch, 55 | 
[ Excunt ſeverally. 


SCENE 


—— — 


SCENE III. 


THE TRAVELLER s CoUcn. 


EADWALLAN, KENWAL, AND ATTENDAN xs, 


KENWAL. 


VS As your friends regret your mur. 


der'd fame, 
Tour enemies ſhall, with exulting joy, 
Receive and ſpread this tale of your diſho- 
nour. | 


CADWALLAN, 


Who taxes me with deeds diſhonourable / 
Am I grown weak with age? Whoc'er before 
Aſſail'd my honour, to his ſorrow felt, 

My arm had pow'r that honour to defend. 


KENWAL, 


Can fear of greatneſs, power, or valour fi- 
lence 


The 


Ar 


„ 


Frne voice of Rumour? Like the wind, it ſwells 
From the low whiſper to the breeze; like 
8 wind, 

It flies abroad; and, like the tempeſt, beats 
With greateſt fury on the higheſt tow'r. 

hut firm on virtue's baſe the good man ſtands 
EUnmov'd, and ſmiles at all its idle rage, 

So once Cadwallan ſtood ! 


NTS, 


1 CADWALLAN: 
And ſo ſhall ſtand! 
And ſtill with force ſhall hurl ſuch tempeſts 
h. back 
Againſt the ſlanderous mouths that utter 
them. 
But wherefore am I blam'd ? Was I not 
le injur'd? 
fore Injur'd, how much !—And yet not half re- 
veng' d. 
. 
KENWAL, 


© Revenge let Oſrick ſeek. He ſuffer'd 


molt, 
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CADWALLAN, 


Doſt thou too favour him? Ev'n thou 
my friend ? 
That ſordid beggar's ſpurious progeny, 
Whoſe unknown parents caſt him out t 
ſtarve, 
Is {till preferr'd to me, whoſe fathers reign! 
In Albion, ere ſhe was by Saxons plunder'l, 


KENWAE. 


Unknown although we grant this youth' 
deſcent, 
Report, in ſpite of vulgar prejudice, 
Allows him all the virtues of the mind, 
That beſt adorn a throne; proclaims him ſuch 
As greateſt Princes with their ſons to be. 


CADWALLAN. 


And ſuch you wiſh your friend. 


KENWAI. 


"Tis true, I own, 
Fd count his friendſhip of no common price. 
Ab. 


„ 


CADWALLAN. 


Again I'm left for him Go to your 
friend ! 
tho, our honourable friend, —from nothing 
ſprung ! 
Tis war when next we meet. 
It to [ Going, 


5 KENWAL. 
ignd 
er d Stay, madman, ſtay. 


CADWALLAN. 
uth; Provoke my wrath no farther !—For I 
would not 


Cancel at once the bonds of antient amity. 


ſuch 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


and ſtand aſide among the officers attendiny, 


KENWAL. 
HxAR how I purpoſe to befriend thee.— 


CADWALLAN. 


No. 
An honeſt foe profeſt I do not hate, 
Ev'n while I ſtrive to ward his angry blows, 
But when I find a ſmooth, a ſmiling traitor, 
Who under friendſhip's fair attire would hide 
The dagger of his ſecret enmity, 
To give a villain's ſtab; I hate him, ſcorn 

him; | 

As I do Kenwal now. 


KENWALs 


*T'was oft thy curlc, 
Whet 


(Enter Lena and Elfrida in their mens hab: 


Un 


By 
He 


E 


; When ſome 1magin'd inſult gall'd thy pride, 
Wo treat thy beſt of friends with ſcorn and 
: hate. 


LENA ( afide.) 


Ye Pow'rs of Diſcord ! blow your poiſon- 
ing blaſts! 


Dabit 
lin J. 


CADWALLAN. 
No friend of mine can be the friend of OG 
rick, 
KENWAL, 


Ws, Were he thy friend, that ſhould perſuade 
that Prince 
To ſet the iſſue of this threat'ning war 


Upon his ſingle ſword to thine ? 


Ol, 


hide 


corn 
My friend! 

By all my hopes of conqueſt and revenge, 

He, who did this, were as a god to me! 


hen KENWAL, 


Ein 


KENWAL. 


This Kenwal, whom you ſcorn and hat: 
has done. 


LENA ( aftde.) 


If er almighty Pow'r has interpos'd 
In human actions Have I found it ſo! 


CADWALLAN ( afide.) 


I've been too hot! And yet my ſtabborr 
pride 
Will not permit me to acknowledge it. 


KENWAL. 


Do you decline the combat? 


CADWALLAN. 


Can'ſt thou think ſo: 
Could'ſt thon not for a moment bear my 
weakneſs ? 


KENWAL. 


I've borne it long. 
CAD- 


1 


CADWALLAN. 


Have we not long been friends? 


KENWAL., 


Let us be ſo for ever. 


* SCENE v. 


(Enter Ofrick and attendants.) 


ONE OF THE ATTENDANTS. 
Nornumbria's Prince! 


LENA (aſide to Elfrida.) 
Support me, my Elfrida! 


KENWAL. 


Prince of Northumbria, we give thee wel- 


* come! 


OS RICK. 
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OSRICK. 


S - 1 1 Peg r 
* 


I come, O King! obedient to the mellay 


You ſent me by your ſon.— The Brits 
here! 
Such enemies ſhould never meet, but thus 


[ Drawing his ſeuoti 


| CADWALLAN, (drawing likewiſe.) 
| And ſo I meet thee! 


KENWAL. 


Hold! I charge you both, | E. 


| 0 
CADWALLAN. 
Ha! wherefore hold ? 
KENWAL, | A 
| He who advances renders me his foe. f 


CADWALLAN. 


Wherefore this ſtop? Did you not tell n: 


now, 


Tha 


Eine 


lat th' iſſue of this threat'ning war was ſet 
pon our ſingle ſwords ? 


£44; 38 . WET.” 


KENWAL, 


So tis reſolv'd. 


OSRICK, 


And why not now; while my reſentment 
burns 
Lo ſtrike this murderer ? 


[ ſcorn to anſwer thee. 
: Ev'n that were too much honour tor a ſlave, 
Ot parentage unknown. 


oth; 


KENWAL. 


Sheathe both your ſwords; 
And let reſentment pauſe, till ye have heard 
The reaſons which have made me with to ſee 
This war decided by a ſingle combat. 


OSRICK, (/heathing bis ſword.) 
me 
You are obey' d. 
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CADWALLAN, (doing the ſame.) 


Now let us hear thoſe reaſons 


KENWAL. 


You ſee our iſland in itſelf is bleſt 

With every requiſite to man's content. 

Did nature's God from ev'ry other land 

Thus ſever it by wide tempeſtuous ſeas, 

And gird it with its rocky walls t incloſe 

Barbarians, who ſhould prey on one another 

Were ſtrength and valour giv'n us to defeat 

The great Creator's bleſſings '—Surely not — 

Oft have I heard, or thought I heard, tb: 
Genius 

Of Albion thus admoniſhing her ſons : 

* Your ſeas and rocks, while your undauntet 
hearts 

* Join in your country's cauſe, ye Britons, 
** thall 

* Defend you from th'affaults of foreign foo, 

But ſhould diflention raiſe th' unnaturi 
* rage | 

Ot mutual flaughter in your valiant breaſt, 

“They 


4 


N 1 

rey but drive back the weak on ſure de- 
* ſtruction, 

Nence learn to live in concord, and improve 

The arts of peace. Here, as in one great 

j *© houſe, 

: * You live, like children of one family: 

So you, like brothers, ſhould join all your 
* ſtrength 


aſons 


Jo guard your common goods from out- 
, | * ward force, 
ſe or check the progreſs of domeſtic rapine. 
ther 93 
fear CADWALLAN, 
| 
: : n Had th' antient ſons of Britain ſo united, 
; No tyrant Saxon e'er had fill'd her throne. 
= KENWAL, 
We ſee their errors, but avoid them not! 
ton; WEv'n now, we know the envious nations 
round us, 

fog. Watching th' event of theſe imprudent wars, 
tural WM Rejoice to ſee our folly fight their battles, 

And long to ſeize their ſelf-defeated prey. 
caſts, Princes of Albion! in that common name 
They GW 2 Be 
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Be every national diſtinction loſt 

Scorning all leſs ambition, let us ſtrive, 

Beſt to defend, embelliſh, and exalt 

Our common country. Twas this patrig 
with 

Which prompted that deciſion, I have nam'd, 

Of thoſe fell conteſts, elſe to be bequeatl'd, 

From fire to ſon, till univerſal waſte 


Depopulate fair Albion's fertile vales. Mir 
This to prevent, let all your chiefs agree, On 
That howſoe'er this combat terminate, Of 
They ſhall immediately diſband their trooj», The 
And live in peace hereafter. To 
Dire 
CADWALLAN, 
Be it ſo! 
C 


OS RICK. 


Then call our captains 
conſent. 


% 


They will now 


KENWAL. 


All muſt con- 


Proclaim't to either hoſt! 


ſent: 


(19 


All be ſpectators of th' important combat; 

That no contention afterwards may riſe 

rrom falſe report. Go bring your marſhall'd 
bands | | 

jnto the open field without their arms. 

There front to front oppos'd, as if prepar'd 

For battle, let them ſtand three bow-ſhot diſ- 
tant. 

Mine arm'd, in two diviſions will I place 

On either flank; and, in the midſt, the chiefs 

Of all our hoſts ſhall form a ſpacious ring. 

There, Princes, you on equal terms ſhall fight 

To mortal iſſue! May the God of battles 

Direct that dread event to Britain's weal! 


CADWALLAN, 


Come, let us inſtantly prepare for it ! 
Exit with his train, 


SCENE. 


WM, © 5 


SCENE YL 


KENWAL, OSRICK, LENA, ELFRIDA, ETC, 


— 


KENWAL. 


7 
8 IS ſtrange Cadwallan neither knew hi Wa 
captive, Wb 
Nor Oſrick Edwin's ſon ! 


[WH 
os RICK. 
Oh 
Ha! where is he? IT, 
Who dar'd aſſume that ſacred name? 
KENWAL. 
This youth, ( 
| Of « 
OSRICK. 
Too young 1mpoſtor ! Edwin left no ſon 
His only ſon before his father fell! 8 


KENWAL 


his 
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KENWAL. 


I did ſuſpect him. Now I find him falſe, 


0 could I likewiſe find the ſtory falſe 
ie told of Lena 


OSRICE, 


How What ſtory ? Ha 
Was it not him who told of her eſcape? 
What told he more ?—What has ſhe ſuffer' d 
ſpeak ! 


[Why doſt thou tremble? Wherefore turn from 


me ? 


[Oh Kenwal! tell me all: I am prepar'd 


To hear the worſt, Speak out and end my 
miſery. 
KENWAL, 
Can I repeat, or you believe the words 
Of one convicted of ſuch groſs impoſture ? 
OSRICK, 
So! "tis, it ſeems, too dreadful for my hear- 


ing ! 


Speak, 
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Speak, gentle youth! I have forgiv'n thy 


fraud; 
Thy harmleſs fraud: I ſwear I will not hun 
thee. 
Tell, tell me all! It cannot now exceed 
The apprehenſion of a fond, fond huſband! 
What doſt thou know of Lena ? 


LENA ( fainting.) 


Oh! too much 


ELFRIDA. 


Help, help me to ſupport my faintuy 
friend! 


KENWAIL. 
What ſcene have theſe impoſtors now to 
av ? 
play 
OSRICK, 


Sure no impoſture could affect me ſo 


FI FRID), 


Phe 


Bea 
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ELFRIDA (diſcovering herſelf.) 


There's no impoſture !-——Edwin was her 
father ! 
nd Kenwal mine ! 


KENWAL. 


Elfrida ! 


OSRICK, 


O my Lena! 
Phe ſtirs not! breathes not !—Art thou gone 
for ever ? 


KENWAL, 


Let us retire, The anguiſh of this ſcene 
Bears not a ſtranger's preſence. 
Exit with his attendants, 


7 (0 
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SCENE VI. | V 


OSRICK, LENA, ELFRIDA. 


OSRICK, (holding her.) 
SHE breathes! She lives! 


LENA, (recovering.) 


Begone, vile murderer ! 
Hence, murderer of the beſt of fathers ! 


\ 
OS RICK. 

Why doſt thou talk ſo wildly— Tis . 

Oſrick. 
LENA. | x 
| My Oſrick ! Yes, tis he. Where har: 

I beca? Fly 

OSRICKE., 


Itrembleſtill! Wethought thee gone forever 


LENI. 


„„ 


LENA. 


Why, why did I revive? 


OS RICK. 


| I' adorn the world, 
nd bleſs the fondeſt huſband, — 


x 


LENA, 


| Oh, no more! 
Nich me you never can be happy more! 
OSRICK. 


What means my love? Speak, ſpeak, my 
Lena! tell me !— 
Let me no more be torn with dire ſurmiſes ! 


LENA, 


Fly me! O heav'ns! unworthy now thy 
fight ! 
Fly me polluted 


hare 


OS RICK. 


over. Ha! Polluted How? 
"Nh R 2 LENA, 
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LENA. 
By force — he villain! 


OS RICE. 


No! impoſſible! 
Cadwallan!—Monſter! Were it as thou ſayſ, 
Hell has no puniſhment for ſuch a fiend ! 


LENA, 


Oh me! too true. My tongue denicsu 
ſpeak it, 


OS RICK. 


Then ſince thy lightning ſpar'd the mo- 
ſter's head, 
Hear me, juſt heav'n! while Oſrick has! 
thought, 
That thought muſt be of Lena and revenge 


LENA. 


My wiſhes all, like thine are for revenge: 
But—in my fancy lately there aroſe 


A terror, which confounds me! 
oskick, 


I th 


Wh 
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OSRICK, 1 

| | Speak it out, N 

LENA, | 

WE Then think not harſhly of a woman's fears. 
eve heard, that the deſcendants of the 4 

| wicked | 


Ae often puniſh'd for their parents crimes! 
vou know not yet ('tis hence my terrors riſe) 
auß The blood which gave you birth. What if 


| you find it 
8 Ally'd to him? 
os RICE. 
Ol 
There is no cauſe to think ſo? 
84 
LENA. 

* Perhaps there is not. — But while both 

| ſtood here, 

Burning with rage, and threatning fell re- 

: venge 


thought I ſaw that likeneſs in your looks 


Which marks the kindred features. 
. Os RICK. 


1 


OS RICK. 


Let not this 
Imaginary phantom aggravate 


Your real ſorrows ! Groundleſs tis and vain' 


LENA. 


Vain as it is, it will not from my mind 
Threat echo'd threat, and frown reſemble 
frown, 3 
As juſtly as the image in the pool 
Reflects the paſſing cloud that ſhadows it. 


OSRICK., 


But though I were ally'd to him, could that 
Reſtrain reſentment, or avert my rage? 
No! — Though one mother at one ominous 
hour 
Had to the world produc'd us, Lena's wrong: 
Would juſtify the moſt compleat revenge. 


LENA. 


Had you been brothers! Heav'ns! how 


that alarms me! 
OSRICE. 


in! 


hat 


Jus 


ENG] 


OS RICK. 


Since reaſon's earlieſt dawn my ſtrongeſt 
2 wiſh 
Has been to know my parents Hear, great 
Pow'r! 
Whoſe awful vengeance trembling mortals 
fear! 
Hear, and record in ſolemn form this vow! 


o all intelligence of my deſcent, 


* Leſt that ſhould croſs my purpoſe, I'll be 
deaf, 

Jill in his hated blood I glut revenge. 

This if I fail in, write my perjur'd name 

lu the curſt roll of black Perdition's ſons. 


LENA, 


May'ſt thou return with glorious vic- 
tory |! 
0 may the gods preſerve that precious life, 
for a long train of bliſsful years to come, 
for happineſs which I muſt never taſte! 


@SRICK, 
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OSRICK. 
What does my Lena mean? Unkind! They 
know'ſt 
Without thee I have neither joy nor hope, 


LENA. 


Henceforth no joy no hope remains fir 

me! 

Oh could I find in ſome far-diſtant wild, 

Amidſt the ſavage rocks, ſome diſmal cave, 

So deeply ſunk that yet no daring mortal 

Has ever ſounded its tremendous gloom, 

Deſperate, I'd plunge into its fartheſt horrors; 

And then implore its rugged jaws to cloſe, 

To hide forever an ill-fated wretch, 

The tale of fools, the ſcorn of ſhamelc 
dames, 

A torment to herſelf and all who love her! Ev 

| Ar 

ELFRIDA, (coming forward.) 


Divert her, Oſrick, from this fatal put- 
poſe, 


OSRICK, 


hon 


e. 


CA 


: ( 29 J 

j 

: 

| | OSRICK, 

W What dreadful reſolution lurks within 
Fly Lena's breaſt? 

C LENA. 

Shall Lena live in ſhame? 
N OSRICK, 


Would you deprive me of the only hope 
W That could ſupport me in the hour of danger! 
| For what is vengeance, victory, or fame, 


W Vihen there's no Lena to partake the joy? 


LENA. 
Could'ſt thou behold the anguiſh of my 
ſoul, 
Ev'n thou, in pity, wouldſt preſent a dagger, 
And bid me purchaſe reſt! 
@SRICK. 
Moſt ſhocking thought ! 
8 Heav'ns ! 
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Ev'ry word you utter in this 


Heav'ns ! 
1 

Sharp as a dagger, wounds me to the heart 

Yet I for thee could ſuffer worſe than death 


LENA. 


And worſe than death for thee I'll ſtrive ty 
ſuffer. | 
A life of ſhame is worſe, far worſe thay 
death. 


OSRICK, 


Ah! if thoulov'ſt me, give me cauſe to hope, 
That, when I have reveng'd our injuries, 
Time may efface remembrance, and reſtore 
My Lena's peace, and with it all my bliſs. 


LENA. 


Hope all my reſolution can perform, 


Os RICE. 


 Heav'n ſtrengthen that, and we again art 
Thou 


9 


tou fair, thou kind deliverer of my Queen! 
hi Be (till her guardian angel.—Leave her not 
While ſhe is anxious for this great event. 


ELTRIDA. 


Les, truſt her to my care.—If friendfhip's 
N  powr, 

| If ſympathy can ſoothe her troubled mind, 
What claim can equal Lena's on Elfrida ? 


OSRICK, 


Moſt generous Princeſs! May the God of 
g juſtice 

WReward thy virtue with the bliſs it merits ! 

b See, Anfrid brings a party to conduct 

e Cs to our camp. Let us advance to meet 


him. 


Pe) 


[ Exeunt, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT» 


Ti "OR aer 


Of 
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SCENE l. 


| | A CAVE IN 4 Roex. 


Enter Oſrick and Anfrid, 


OSRICK, 
Have I been here before ? I dream nt 
now! 


Amazing prodigy !—Evil or good 
Uncommon it portends ! 


ANF RID. 
What ſtrikes thee ſo 


OS RICK. 


Ine er was here before, and yet this place, 
Thoſe 
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Whoſe recks, thoſe trees, that cave appear as 
. things 

Wich which my mind has been familiar 
| long: 
Wor oft have I beheld them in my dreams, 
Diſtinct as now 1 ſee them. 

: ANFRID, 

N Can it be? 

| Then, ſure, thy mind look'd forward to this 
| combat, 

Which, whether proſperous or not, becomes 
The moſt important aCtion of thy life. 


1 OSRICK, 


= Dreams us'd not to affect me.— But this 
cave 

Brings to my memory a ſcene whoſe hor- 
| rors 

Made deep impreſſion. "Twas one ſolemn 

night ; | 

(One of thoſe nights, in which 'tis thought 
the ſaints | 


ce, Deſcend with heav'n's beheſts to pious men ;) 
ol W That 


(10 


When I, with more than common warnt 
had pray'd, 

That God would ſend my foul forme inward 
light, 

About the blood from which my being came: 

In ſuch a cave as this, beneath ſuch clifts, 

And ſhaded by fuch boughs, methought | 

| found N 

A venerable man. Him ſoon I knew 

To be the father I had often ſought. 

I ran t' embrace him with a ſon's affection: 

He ſeem'd to daſh againſt me, like a wave: 

From which, methought, a black, foulriverran: 

Down this foul current ſeem d to float the 
ſhades 

Of drown'd, or drowning wretches : Among 
theſe, ' 

I ſaw my Lena ſtruggling ſtill for life. 

i ſtrove to reſcue her. I ſunk OT. 

Then horror wak'd me. 


armin, (going towards the cave. A 
We will ſee this cave! 
Does any living thing inhabit here ! 


SCENE 


L-4 


10 


Fart SCENE IL 


DRUID, (from the cave entering.) 


IE indulgent Gods preſerve me ſtill in 
lite. 


ANFRID. 


Had the heav'n-created father of mankind 
urviv'd till now, he could not have look'd 
older ! 


os RICE. 
Art thou a creature of this earth? Or ſent 
rom heav'n to Oſrick ? 
And art thou Prince Ofrick ? 
adopted Son of the Northumbrian King? 


OSRICK. 
I am that Ofrick: Now Northumbria's 


NE King ! 


BRVID. 
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DRUID. 


And has my aged ſight remain'd to ſee tle 
Reſtor'd, in manhood, to that princely rank 
From which, an infant, thou waſt forc'd ; 


Way? 
OS RICK. 
For heav'n's ſake, what art thou dr 
know'ſt ſo much? 0 
Fe 
DRUID, 


A creature of this earth; ſo worn wit 
years, . 
That to expreſs my nature would require 
A name leſs dignify'd than that of man, 


OSRICK, H. 
What waſt thou in thy youth ? 


DRUID. 


I was a Druid: 
And ſtill, adhering to my native faith, 


l 


i worſhip and adore one God of all, 
By the ſame rites our firſt forefathers us'd, 


e the ANFRID. 
__ I thought that ſet had long ſince died 
da AWAY. 

DRUID, 


My youth beheld its antient prieſts expire; 
The young embrace the faſhionable zeal 
Of Chriſtians. Conſtant to my ſacred vows, 
For many years I, almoſt ſingly, ſtood 
Arainſt the progreſs of that novel faith. 
Finding my ſtruggles vain, myſelf forſaken, 
And forc'd th' unequal conflict to decline, 
[ hither from the ſcoffing world retir'd. 
Full fourſcore winters, in this lonely dwell- 

ing, 

Have I, with fruitleſs ſorrow; mourn'd the 
change. 


With 


le 


OS RICK. 


And has the God, whom thou doſt ſerve, 
reveal'd 
T 'To 
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To thee alone the ſecret of my birth ? 


How could'ſt thou elſe, me, or my fortune 


know? 


DRUID, 


Twice ten tunes has that oak renew'd hi; 

{hade, 

vince thy fair mother with her infant ſon, 

Thyſelf, came hither, © Wretched babe, 
the cry'd, 

I have preſerv'd thee from their cruel 
* ſwords, | 

* From flames, at midnight rais'd for horrid 
* ends.” 


OSRICK, 


No more!—T'll hear no more. —My ears 
are ſhut! 
find thou know'ſt the ſtory of my birth,— 
veal yet awhule thy lips, thou holy man, 
To that myſterious ſecret, I have ſworn 
This day to reſt in ignorance.— This day 
Fills up the criſis of my fate. —T'll hear 


At my return whate'er thou haſt to tell. 
[ Excun!, 


SCENE 


4 


ary 


„ 


SCENE III. 


DRV1D, (alone.) 


Neves was day of ſorrows uſher'd in 

With more ill-boding prodigies. When firſt 

| view'd the dawning of the morn, it 
ſeem'd 


| A vault of variegated flame, and caſt 


Oer hills and woods a diſmal bloody hue : 
While, like a ſtream of gore, burſt from the 


rocks, 
| Appear'd yon rapid nll, which down their 
clifts, 
Now white as ſnow, comes ruſhing to the 
valley. 


This oak, long reverenc'd by holy Druids, 
Without a breeze through all its branches 
ſhook, 
The huge trunk trembled and its yet young 
leaves 
Fell faſt, as in the firſt froſt's nipping blaſts. 
4 Before 


: * — 
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Before my cave a fox had ſeiz d a fawn : Of 1 
Th' impatient mother ran to its relief; As] 
Her erring aim flew him {he meant to fave; 
And ſoon herſelf became th' aſſailant's prey 


So the miſtaken mother of this Prince, H 

Where ſhe deſign'd his ſafety, brought l. 
ruin. Blefs 

SCENE VV. 
T! 
Enter Cadwallan and Ofwald, 
OSWALD. 

Le 
Ha! who 1s yonder venerable man ? pair 
To th 


CADWALLAN, 


An antient Druid, laſt of all his race; 


Himſelf the ſole ſurviving monument WI 
Of that extinguiſh'd faith. Twice has he to! 
The natural age of man; yet ſound his mind, 
And vigorous yet his frame: Such the 1:- 
ward | Thi 


af 
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Of virtuous temperance, of a life ſo pure, 
As had done honour to the belt religion. 


5 DRUID. 
Health, honour, power, content, and peace 
hi; of mind, 
Bleſs long the days and nights of Britain's 
King! 
 CADWALLAN, 


Thanks, reverend Druid. 
thou with me? 


What haſt 


DRUID, 


Let not, my Liege, an unjuſt prejudice 
Arainſt the faith of Druids, ſhut thine ear 
Jo the ſound counſel of far-hghted age. 


CADWALLAN, 


Whate'er thy counſel, thou mayſt freely 
ſpeak, 


DRUID. 


Then do not fight, Defeat or victory 


Alike 


c S 
- - 
o N 


1 


Alike are fatal. Thence deſtruction comes 
To thee or thine. 


CADWALLAN. 


What demon told thee this 


DRUID. 


No demon, Sir, —no ſupernatural pow! 


I ſpeak from certain knowledge of the pall 


CADWALLAN. 


Whate'er thy knowledge be, I heed it n 
For now to end this war, I go to meet 


My hated rival in a fingle combat. 


DRUID. 


O Britain's King, for whoſe proſperity 
I lift theſe aged hands in earneſt prayer, 


With each day's rifing and declining light 
Shun, I beſeech thee, ſhun this dreadiu. 


combat. 


Think not t' enſnare me, Druid, by ſuch ant 


vs CT 


in 
or I 


lo ſe 


Ay 


Fir 
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5 Wl: crafty prieſts of falſe religions uſe 


' intimidate the ſuperſtitious mind: 
or I regard no prophecies, no dreams, 
| o ſecrets told by viſionary ſaints, 
1s 
DRUID. 


Avoid this combat. 
more. 


But enquire no 


CADWALLAN. 


Firſt you mult tell me why I ſhould avoid 


It, 


DRUID, 


That I have ſworn that I would never tell. 


CADWALLAN. 


What —Sworn!— To whom? Some diſ- 
contented ſlave, 

Tho has conſpir'd againſt my life or pow'r ? 

holt thou refuſe t' obey the King's com- 

mands, 

ind fear'ſt thou not the torture? 


du! 


L all 


DRUID, 


5 
x 


Om 2 ————— — —< x, ty” — 
* 


* 
. 


DAUID. nd 


Torture !—No! 
Have you not known me yet? Then krq 
me now ! 
In life's gay ſpring, when at the touch of i 
The ready-kindling ſpirits quickly flaſh 
In ſweeteſt raptures through the glowit 
nerves, 
Diſdaining pleaſures, wealth, and proffer: 
pow'r, 
Rather than violate my vows, I choſe 
This life of poverty, and man's contempt, 
Were not theſe worſe to bear than death 
torture ? | 
Now age, the winter of man's life, has fro: 
Each channel of delight in theſe cold limb; 
I've ſcarce a wiſh for life ;—for death no tz 
ror. 


105 


ft! 
ere 


CADWALLAN. 


Thou ever waſt eſteem'd a wond'rous mu 
Whom human hopes or fears affected little. 


But death and torture make the boldeſt ſhake. 
An 


Th 


BE 


nd thoſe canſt thou, ſo worn with age de- 
ſpiſe? 


DRUID. 


Some fools, whoſe ſpirits with their limbs 
decay, 

row fonder {till of life, as that grows worth- 
leſs. 

ut think not I am ſuch, 

King ! 

ow life to me is like a tedious tale 

tt heard before: I long for its concluſion. 

crene in torture, I ſhould ſmile to think— 

Now I ſhake off this load of wretchedneſs! 

Now, now, I haſten to applauding gods! 


No, no, my 


pt. 
th a 


T0221 


mbz CADWALLAN. 


d te AP 
Already thou ſeem'ſt more than man! Divine 


Thou groweſt as thy mortal parts decay! 
And doſt thou, like a God, ſee things before 
heir forms are viſible to human fight? 


mat 
tle, DRUID, 
* This Icanſee: Thatif thou fight with Oſrick, 


1 Fatal 
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Fatal that fight will prove! 


CADWALLAN. 
To me, or mine? 
Such were thy former words, 
DRUID.. 


And preſent thoughts, 


CADWALLAN, 


Whom call'ſt thou mine ?—For children 
now nor wife, 


Nor parent, brother, kindred have I none, 


DRUID, 


Thou hadſt a wife and ſon. 


CADWALLAN, 


Alas! I had! 
But have no more !—You knew their dread- 
ful fate! 


OSWALD. 


1 


OS WALD. 


I've heard that they were in their caſtle 
| burnt, 
Mile thou, far diſtant on a deſart iſland, 
Vith many hardſhips ſtruggled all alone. 


CADWALLAN, 


Yes — In my abſence I did ſuffer much: 
put more,—much more, when I arriv'd at 
home, 


dren 


'OSWALD. 
j. 


And thoſe more bitter, as you hop'd for 
joy. 


CADWALLAN. 


Wich what glad raptures did I hail the 
light 


read. f that long-wiſh'd-for morning, which diſ- 
play'd | 
he diſtant veſſel's ſail ;—when from the 
Ab. waves 
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The mariners receiv'd me! 
gales 


Soon brought me joyful to my native ſtream, 


"Twas midnight when I came aſhore. Ela 

With ev'ry tender hope of wife and ſon, 

I painted to myſelf their ſweet diſtreſs 

In the firſt tranſports of unhop'd-tor joy 

But, oh !— how different was the ſcene | 
found ! 


OSWALD. 


Ah !—Had you never heard of their (il. 
aſtre? 


CADWALLAN. 


Not, till I ſaw it in my caſtle's ruin. — 
I went to the next cottage. There a ſtrippling 
vcoft d at my raggedneſs. But round my 
neck, 
His well-known maſter's neck, the fathc 
flew. 
Enquiring of my Emma, I was told, 
She and her ſon, when now his thought! 
{miles 


Had 


Proſperoy; 


Pet 


I 
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b Had juſt begun to ſoothe her widowed ſorrow, 
FE Periſh'd (oh horror!) in devouring fire! 


Tou; 


DRU ID. 


Perhaps they dy'd not there. 


CADWALLAN. 


They dy'd not there! 
E Why then, they ſtill may live! 


du. DRUID. 


Enquire no more, 
Ire yet I dare not ſpeak. Defer this combat, 
: [Till twice the ſun ſhall warm the weſtern 
waves; 
„ud — chou may ſt hear—— 


my 
CADWALLAN. 
ber Of Emma ſhall J hear ? 
DRUID. 


leb Defer the combat, and thou may'ſt— be 


happy. 
CAD- 


(206-4 


CADWALLAN, 


Defer the combat Ha! — To hear 
Emma ! 
For that vain hope, vain though think ith; 
What would I not ? I'd beg my life of 0 
rick ! | 
I'd give that ſlave my kingdom I wou 
fly 
From the lov'd buſtle of th' embattled field, 
And let report arraign me for a coward! 
[ Exit with Ofwal! 


SCENE V. 


DRUID, (alone.) 


Wert it not better yet to follow him, 
And tell him all? To this humanity 


Inclines : But from that ſacred oak a voice 


Of more than human ſound, methinks, & 
claims : 

Poor ſon of earth! think not t' elude thy God 

66 'That 


I 
v 
; 
3 


4 
* 
= 
3 
b 


I 


Th: 
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1 That God, who hates the perjur' d, ſees thee 


| *© now ! 
e What thou haſt promis'd in his fight, per- 
f * form ; 
it he | Though there deſtruction ſeem to gape for 
£0: * thee! 


1 What God reſolves can he not bring” about, 
E Without thy feeble aid!“ Almighty 
4 Pow'r! 

y will be done! But O enlight my ſoul 
By ſome ſure impulſe: Such as oft I've felt 
hen thus diſtracted with important doubts, 
Pon my couch [I'll wait thy viſitation. 

E Goes into his cave. 


Old 
eld, 


ald. 


SCENE VL 


, Enter Emma and Etha. 


Cc 
el. 


EMMA. 


[4 HAT cave of devils Has it yet eſcap'd 
zo! Wk avenging bolt ? 


That RAN DA. 
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ETHA., 


Alas! you make me fear 
Tour brain's diſorder'd Could this cave: 
fend you? 


EMMA. 


There was my fatal reſolution form'd 
My vow ,imprudent ! If you knew th 
cauſe, 
You'd wonder at my patience. 


ETHA. 


What it was 
That made you to the world prefer the con- 
vent, 
I never yet could learn, 
came, 
You choſe me for your friend; and oft though! 
Surpriſing you in tears, enquir'd the cauſe; 
You only anſwer'd me with ſilent groans. 
Your grief was recent then; and yet yo 
feem'd 


Reſign'd with patience to the will of heavi. 
Ama 


When firſt you 


8 b 
b 0 
maz'd I now ſee your affliction's wounds, 


After they ſeem'd by twenty ſummers heal'd, 
Burſt out at once without apparent cauſe 


ear Frantic and wild, you ſudden call on me, 
ve all our friendſhip, at the midnight hour, 
J follow thee, —1 know not why or whi- 
ther ! 
1! | EMMA. 
* | Thy love, indeed, deſerv'd more confi- 
I dence. 
Forgive me; for I thought my reaſons good, 
W find I was deceiv'd, 
; I ETHA, 
con- 23 
Deceiv'd i- By whom ? 
1 
EMMA. 
ugh, Hell's miniſters, by true religion driven 
ule; rom holy fanes, fled with their Druids hither, 
” gud round this curſed cave they hover 'd long, 
ro ruin wretches who confided in them. 
„ cceiv'd by them, I never told my ſtory. 
* 4 Scarce 0 
1az U fi 


1 


Scarce dare I yet diſcloſe it; though I find 
That to obey thoſe demons 1s perdition. 


ETHA. 


You make me more impatient ſtill to hey 
Your ſtory told, 


EMMA, 


Oh !—Had I told it ſooner, 
I had not been thus wretched ! 


ET HA. 


Tell it now. 


LMMA. 


Here dwelt a Druid. 

with age, 

And firm integrity, made him rever'd. 

But ſome infernal demon 'twas, that there 

He for a god ador'd !—For, ſure, from he 

Malicious hell, aroſe that dream, whit! 
caus'd 

Ihe miſeries of Emma? 


Wiſdom ſtamp! 


By that name 
W. 


= l * 1 - " . 
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Nell was the Queen of brave Cadwallan 


nd 
known. 


ETHA. 
Thou Emma!—Heav'ns !—The great Cad- 
wallan's Queen? | 
EMMA. 


That wretch (too ſure!) am J. 


COPE i, e, ... EDT NL STS 


er, 
ETHA, 


at — 


Then by what chance 
Pidſt thou eſcape the flames For ſhe, twas 
| ſaid, 


Was with her infant ſon burnt in their caſtle, 


Þ 


EMMA, 


So 'twas believ'd; nor could my friends 
conceive, 

From any circumſtance, the ſmalleſt hope. 
at midnight blaz'd the caſtle all around us; 
And cruel murd'rers watch'd at ev'ry gate. 
Death ſeem'd inevitable With my babe 
ran deſpairing to a lofty tow 'r; 


10 * 


Reſolv'd 


Iv 
L- 
4 


— 


— 


a — _ 


ww - = 
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Reſolv'd at once to end our miſery ! 
Heav'n had not ſo decreed ! Preſerv'd f 
this! 


„„ 


ET HA. 


Say, how preſerv'd ? 


EMMA, . 

A faithful maid withheld wu: Nn 

She told me that there ſtill were hopes « N 

life. Wc 

Under the ground the caſtle's fountain {cn: Va 

Into the river its ſuperfluous waters. io 

By that dark winding channel one might pi a Vl 

The caſtle's limits. On our knees and han, 

Groping our fearful way, at laſt we gain hs 

Its fartheſt end. But there a ſteep, rough ro | nt 

We muſt deſcend to reach the-river's verze. Wi 

I went down firſt, and as the maid bent fe- na 
ward ; 

To give the infant to my outſtretch'd arms, WF ©" 
The brittle rock gave way. She fell, 1: 

w 


died 


; flames. 


Ex 3 


ETHA. 


But ſtill the child was ſafe ? 


EMMA. 

1 A moment's joy 

Pooth'd grief and terror to find him unhurt! 
Hut cv'ry object round us threat'ned then 

An inſtant death; and not leſs horrible. 

{Aloft the ſpiry flames aſcend ! The ſtars 

Nee in the luſtre loſt! Far round, the plain 


| Was viſible as in the light of day. 


Noſe by me I beheld unnumber'd ruffians, 
Whoſe weapons, flaſhing through the night, 
1 lent back 

diſmal gleam on their grim viſages ! 

Wn thoſe I read the features of dire murder, 
Wntent to make a prey of any wretch, 

hat might attempt to fly the dreadful 


F 1'was thou, almighty Pow'r! that gav'ſt me 
| ſtrength ! 
vas thou ſupported'ſt me and mad'ſt me 
ice 

The 


E 


The friendly ſhades along the river's bank; 

Caus'd by a range of rocks !-—Through chat 
J ſtole, 

And, unmoleſted, reach'd this Druid's care 

1 bleit the kind retreat I knew not then 

That ſorrows, ſtill more horrid than the pa! 

Should thence ariſe to me, and to my Oſricd 


ET HA. 
Oſrick thy ſon? 


EMMA. 


Mine and Cadwallan's too! 


THA. 
From thy miſconduct come thy preſen 
ſorrows! 
Four years are paſt ſince Britain's King t. 
turn'd, 
And yet he knows not of his ſon or thee, 


EMMA. 


Ha! Did you know before of his return 


And 


1 


and wherefore did you never tell it me? 
ho% WT" avoid ſuſpicion I, indeed, declin'd 

All talking of him; and I never heard 
ave, Of his return, but with the dreadful tale, 
Which made me thus ſo frantic, thus to rave, 
And thus to conjure thee to follow me, 
nd thus reſolv'd to go and tell him all. 


ETHA, 


But wherefore, fince you choſe me for your 
: friend, 
Did you conceal yourſelf fo long from me? 
nn 
| EMMA. 


Thence all my ſorrows come — But in a 
-(- dream, 
hile here I reſted, one, I thought, from 


heav'n, 
bid me with care conceal my ſon's deſcent ; 


LEE 1 
— 
* 


For when he knew his parents, he ſhould 


| de. 

Fearful I wak'd, and by a dreadful oath 

ſwore my ſtory never ſhould be told. 

Oh! hard neceſſity, that now compells me!) 
1 
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I bound the Druid by a ſimilar vow 
To eternal ſilence. 


ETHA., 


Impious 'tis to enquire 
And vain to know the future will of heay'n! 
Sorrow foreknown is felt before it comes, 
Our blind endeavours to prevent it, oft 
Promote it molt. 


EMMA, 


Too true thy words My cauti 
Brings forth the woes I fear'd ! 


ETHA. 


Is this the Druid Tt 


© % 
xx Is AM 
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SCENE VII 


To them the Druid from his cave, L 


8 EMMA, 
oVLD nature hold ſo long? Art thou 
a the ſame ? 
be fame thou art, by twenty years un- 
—_ chang'd ! 


DRUID. 


—_ * 
1 28 * =. 


Io me all-waſting time had done his worſt, 
Fre thou didſt ſee me, Lady! But though 
. thou 

Waſt then in new-blown beauty's brighteſt 
bloom, 

That bloom 1s not ſo faded yet by years, 

But ſtill the princely features I diſcern 

Of one, whoſe preſence honour'd once my 


N cell. 


* EMMA. 


(1% 


EMMA. 
find thou know'ſt me! Druid, do 
thou know 
What ſorrows have from our miſcondus 
ſprung ? 
DRUID. 
Too well, too well! The King of Bri. 
tons now 
Was with me here; and Oſrick ſcarce had left 
me, 


When he arriv'd. 


EMMA. 
Ah !—Whither are they gone! 


DRUID, 
They go refolv'd each other to deſtroy 
In ſingle combat. 
EMMA. 


Single combat? — Heavens 
Are 


Fo 


Cu 


Th 


Fre 
Hy 


of 


ud 


I 


e! 


l 


Are the moſt horrid means ſelected ſtill 
For our undoing ? Guide me to them, 
Druid ! 


DRUID, 


I will, as faſt as theſe my feeble limbs 
Can reach the place. 


EMMA. 


Didſt thou not let them know 
The horror that is in this purpos'd combat ? 


* DRUID, 


You know I ſwore eternal ſecrecy ! 


EMMAs 


—The dreadful deed is 


Then all is loſt! 


done! 


And now, perhaps, expiring in his wounds, 
ranting and pale he lies, whom fav'ring 
heav'n 
from greater horror reſcues !—Let me cloſe 
His dying eyes But ſmile not at his fall, 
X42 Victor 


( 172 ) 
Victor accurs'd !-——Soon ſhalt thou eng 


him: 
Soon blaſted ſhall thy wreaths of triuny| 
be; 
And chang'd thy joy to bitterneſs and hy 
ror. 


[ Exent 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


If 


Al! 
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The Outfide of the Wood. 
OSRICK, LENA, ELFRIDA, AND HANNA, 


OS RICK. 


No! thy too anxious ſpirit could not bear 
Its own emotions at a ſight ſo ſhocking ! 
Twere better to remain within thy tent. 
Swift meſſengers ſhall ev'ry minute fly 

To thee with tidings of thy Oſrick's fate: 
And thither will I haſte, if I ſhall conquer, 
To crown my conqueſt with my Lena's joy. 


LENA. 


If you ſhall conquer Still you ſet be- 


fore me 
Uncertain 


—y—ĩ—ñ—ũ — — 
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Uncertain Fortune only in her ſmiles! 

But ſhould it be my Oſrick's fate to fall, 

While I'm remov'd, what care ſhall ſtop hi 
wounds ? | 

On what rough pillow ſhall his fainting hey 

Be laid, when Lena's boſom is not nigh? 

Shalt thou expire, and ſhall I not receive 

One poor embrace before I follow thee? 


OS RICK. 


Confide in heav'n, and baniſh ev'ry fea, 

Though young, this arm in ſtrength or acin 
{kill | 

Is not deficient. ——In my breaſt I feel 

A peaceful confidence, as if my ſoul 

Foreſaw th' event ſucceſsful as our wiſhes, 

If Im deceiv'd,—forget me, O my Lena 

Bleſs thou ſome happier prince —ſtill bel 
the world ; 

And let thy race long fill Northumbrii 
throne. 


LENA. 


Live without Ofrick ? 
horrors 


What a group" 


C 
Mr 


The 


Nele 


$hal 


eſort 


0 life 


evoti 


+ 


Ny fancy ſees in that diſtracting thought! 
The haughty victor claims me as his due, 

y conqueſt won My race !——Cadwal- 
lan's race !— 


by 


* 


OS RICK. 


No! To ſecure thee from ſuch fears, a troop, 
elected from our ſwifteſt cavalry, 

Shall ready- mounted wait around thy tent. 
They, if I fall in fight, ſhall lodge thee ſafe 
Within the walls of ſome bleſt ſanctuary. 


Cre 


LENA. 
„wen chat bleſt ſanctuary will be thy 
* grave! 
biel 
ELFRIDA. 


Near thy own caſtle is that famous convent, 

0 which ill-fated ladies, far and near 

eſorting, fly from worldly care and ſorrow. 

 ſpring's ſoft dews and gentle ſuns reſtore 

o life the froſt-ſlain beauties of the year, 

erotion there makes minds depreſs'd with 
woe 


D 


7 
Ni 


15 
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To ſmile again in all the bloom of joy, 
Thither I'll likewiſe fly, and ſtay with thee, 
That ſacred place no ruffian dares invade, 
However great or powerful, Ev'ry Chr. 
{tian | 
Would riſe t avenge ſuch daring ſacrilege. 


| 
8 


al 
' 


LENA. 


Could I ive any where without my Oſnd 


Twould be in ſuch a ſad ſociety. 
With ſympathizing heart I'd hear them all 


Relate their various tales of miſery. 
But oh! their woes could never equal mim 


j 
OSRICK. 


Let not my Lena's fears anticipate 


That ſorrow which may never come.— i + 
happy 
While yet you may !— rief ever come 
too ſoon. \ 
Our trumpets, ſound !—The army all pre 
par'd ! a 
Farewell, my Lena! Thou, her gen 19 
friend. 


Fareuel 


1 


E.rowell a while! I hope to meet you ſoon 
peace and ſafety. O, my Queen! fare- 
well! 


Þ 
hee, 


Exit, 
Chr. [ 


SCENE IL 


LENA ( fainting.) 
My Ofrick ! 


une! ELFRIDA- 


Help, Hanna, help, ſupport her! 


HANNA, 


dhe recovers, 


LENA, 


Why wilt thou leave me Stop, O ſtop 
| his wounds ! 


raitors, ye might have ſav'd! 
1!—Ha! 


Where am 


2 ELFRIDAsd 


* r — 6— — 


0 . 
— _ ” 


3 
. a. # rr N 


A; 


by 


ELFRIDA. 


Lady, there is no frightful object near u 
Thy Oſrick {till is ſafe. 


LENA, 


My brain's confus'd '/— 
A ſudden damp came o'er my fearful ſoul, 
Preſaging that I ne'er ſhould ſee him more, 
Farewell I would have ſaid; but on my tonęu 
The accents fail'd unform'd, and ſenſe tir 
ſook me. 


DV 
ELFRIDA. 4 
5 Wo 
Ha! tis Cadwallan comes | 
8 
LENA. 3 
Where ſhall we ſhun | 
The hated fight of him ? yh 
ELFRIDA. 


Here are ſome buſh, 
in theſe we will conceal us, till he paſs. 
They retire 
SCEN 


SCENE III. 


car u 


Enter Cadwallan and Druid. 


CADWALLA N. 


0 WERE this truth! How fooliſh ! how 
| romantic 

it to with for what I cannot hope ! 

Mouldſt thou deceive me? Or art thou de- 
| ceiv'd? 

Woth wiſe and honeſt thou waſt ever 
1 thought ! 
Pome dream abſurd it is of doating age ! 


DRUID, 


Nay then, behold herſelf! 


hes, 
"INE Z 2 SCENE. 


* 
iS 


. HEE Ts 


<< 


— 


I 
— 


1 a 
— — 
— 4 


n phe 0 4 


(280-3 


n 
þ 
* 
4 
oc 


SCEN.E IV. 


To them Emma and Randa. 


CADWALLAN, 


Ha! Can it be? 
Yet art thou not ſome unſubſtantial form 
Rais'd by ſome demon? Emma! Doſt thr 
| live? 1 


—— 


EMMA. 


Ah! Canſt thou doubt I live, and am tir 
Emma ? 


** . 2 * 
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CADWALLAN. 


Whate'er thou art, I muſt embrace thee = 
Oh! 


My Queen ! my Queen! 


EMMA, 


Thy ever loving wife 
c 


i 


8 CADWALLAN. 

Where haſt thou been? How, how, didit 
. thou eſcape 
Ihe fire? Ah! wherefore haſt thou ſhunn'd 
4 ſo long 
My kind embraces ? 


EMMA. 


Twere tedious now to tell how I eſcap'd, 


TI ! A . . ' = 3 
and fince unknown liv'd in Northumbria's 


t thor 


convent. 
Till now I never heard of thy return! 


ID 


| CADWALLAN. 
m u 
Grow, grow forever to my happy heart! 


Art thou indeed my Emma? Stand a- 
part ! 

et me again behold thy face The ſame! 
Oh happineſs beyond my fondeſt wiſhes 
The day that brought thee firſt a yielding 
bride, 

In all the bloom of beauty to my arms, 

| Gave not ſuch bliſs as this more happy day, 

In, 


i” „ A e it" and — en 
F OT" WOT * . art 
—— . 


ec 


c 
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In which I find thee now redeem'd fra 
death. 


O never may a thought of what 1s pal! 
With pain embitter future happineſs. 


CADWALLAN, 


Torment not thy dear breaſt with what 


paſt!— 
Inc'er forgot thee — No! Could I han 
hop'd 


To ſee thee thus, my heart had never know: 

Ancther flame !—Heav'n knows what pain! 
telt 

At my return, to find that thou waſt gone 

"Twas the remembrance of the dear, dear bl! 

1 knew with Emma, made me hope to find 

Again ſuch pleaſure with another bride: 

But in the ſofteſt raptures of that love, 

The thoughts of thee ſtill check'd my riſa 
Joy, 

And tears of ſecret anguith flow'd within 


BMM 


— * r ha. & +44 F 
— 8883 


EMMA, 


l can believe thee, and forgive thee too, 


Put oh! My ſon ! My fon ! 
Th 
CADWALLAN, 
Thy ſon! Alas! he periſh'd in the 

| | flames ! 

Ut 2 f i : 

or was he ſav'd !—And did he lately die? 
| And mourn'ſt thou now for ham ? 

Wk 1 

EMMA. 

non 
bai For him and thee! 
5 CADWALLAN. 
 blit 


lis impious now to mourn !—Bleſs boun- 
| teous heav'n, - 

That thus hath rais'd us, as from death, to 
: taſte 

Puch unexpected, long-deſpair d- of joy ! 

Nay heav'n in mercy drew this vail of ſorrow, 
Oer th' elſe too dazzling brightneſs of our 
bliſs : 


* — 
"112% 


{23 


For 
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For had our ſon ſurviv'd, we muſt have fri 
Under exceſs of pleaſure. 


EMMA, 
He ſurvive: ! 
CADWALLAN, 


Ha Have I heard thee right! 


EMMA. 


Thy fon lives ſtil 


CADWALLAN. 


He lives! Where is he? Let me fly t en 
brace 
My ſon yet never ſeen! My Emma's ſon! 
He too preferv'd: Oh happineſs too gre! 


EMMA, (afide.) 
Oh happineſs too ſoon I fear to end ! 


CADWALLAN. F- 0 
| * 


Thy cheeks are wet; but 'tis not with ti? 


ſtreams | 
* 
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3 Pi bliſs exſtatic as Cadwallan's are! 

| B tears, my Emma, ſeem with pain to 
| flow 

From ſorrow's fountain. 


ve ſunt 


EMMA, 
O my ſon! my ſon? 


CADWALLAN, 


His ſtate unknown, ſerves he the ſurly 


ſtil pride 
Pf ſome poor upſtart Lord, to greatneſs grown 
pon the ruins of his rifled fortunes? 
c Ell 1 
EMMA. 
= O my Cadwallan'—ſhun this horrid com- 


| bat! 
ny toe thou know'ſt not! 


R 


Oſrick's race unknown! 
Y Defend me from ſuch thoughts, ye gracious 


| Pow'rs! 5 
Ferhaps! Moſt horrid 
A a EMMA. 


h the 
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EMMA. 
Oſrick is thy ſon! 


CADWALLAN, 


Oſrick! Great God. 


(Whilſt he flands afloniſhed, Lena from tl; 
grove, Elfrida holding her.) 


LENA, 


Art thou my friend? And wilt thou holl 
me ſtill? 

To rocks, to floods unfathom'd let my fly! 

| Exit with Elfridt, 


CADWALALN, 


What have I done Earth, doſt tho! 
bear me ſtill ? 
Open thy hollow graves ! Gape from thy 
| center 
Diſcloſe thy yawning womb to ſwallow quick 
The wretch who never more can face the light! 


EMM3s 


„ 


EMMA. 


Wilt thou, for valour once ſo fam'd, now 
fly 
Nror refuge, like a coward, to deſpair ? 


CADWALLAN, (farting up.) 


Yes !——"Tis a coward's part ta wiſh for 
death ! 


Death fits on any ſword. 


| the 


[Draws his fword. 
hol EMMA. 
5 My Lord !—My life! 
Ji, chat wilt thou do: By all the tender love 


ou once profeſt for Emma- 


CADWALLAN. 


Off! Away ! 
hou art my bane! my curſe! the firſt dire 
cauſe 
Ut all my woe! Accurs'd be that ſad day 
la which I firſt beheld thy fatal charms ! 


1 EMMA. 


-» 2 d — 
” ew Ws I my — 


I ͤcurs'd, indeed, our fate! 


{ 288 ) 


EMMA. 


Strike here —0 ſtrike this breaſt beloy! 


no more! 


CADWALLAN. 


Ha! Strike my Emma? 
never! 


Never, Em 


EMMA. 


Shall Emma live to be thy bane and cut 

No! Let me die! But kill me withtl 
{ſword ; 

And not with ſharper curſes and unkinduel 


" hp | 


CADWALLAN. 


Unkindneis, Emma? I unkind to thee'- 


Had I nr 


cauſe? 

Have I not cauſe for madneſs and deſpair! 

But thee, for whom my youthful heart firt 
felt 

The pleaſing flames of love, thee, whoſe der 
image _ | 


(Cam? 
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Came ev'ry night to ſoothe mein my dreams, 
And ſeem'd before me all the tedious day; 
How may tedious days! while ſtormy ſeas 
Kept us aſunder ; thee, my belt belov'd, 
could not curſe. Yet, yet, we might be 
bleſs d, 


Did not theſe hideous monſters of my guilt 


beloy! 


Emu 


EMMA. 


[ was th' unhappy cauſe! 
guilt ! 
To him ſhew mercy, Heav'n ! 


Be mine the 


Know'ſt thou my crimes ? 
in heav'n itſelf my ſoul could taſte no peace. 
| carry hell within me! 


EMMA, 


Let us hope, 
That the diſcovery of ſome hidden truth 
May, by Heav'ns favour, yet reſtore our 


peace. 


CAD- 


6190) 


CADWALLAN, 


Could Heav'n diſcover that he's not my ſoy) 

Or Lena not his wife — I've hear d, 9 
dream'd, | 

Of ſpirits, that have from the cradle ſtolen 

The rich. man's heir, and to his place con 
vey'd 

An infant of ſome poor, but virtuous parent, 

To be Heav'n's favourite. 


EMMA. Pe 


Infants have been cliang'd. 
Oh! truſt to any thing but raſh deſpair 


CADWALLAN. 


O would to God I could but be deceivd 
Tell me how it might be, and I'll compel 
My faith, againſt all reaſon, to believe it, 
And {ull purſue him with a rival's rage. 


EMMA. 


What rival —O Cadwallan lk———Think 
what rival ! 


CADs 
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CADWALLAN. 


Have we no cauſe to think he was ex- 
chang'd ? 


EMMA, 


No cauſe alas !—Theſe arms through foes 

and fires 

Jo ſafety ſtole him In this Druid's cave 
reſted with ham. There fallacious dreams 

Peceiv d me. One, I thought from heav'n, 

id me with care conceal myſelf and him; 

N or when he knew his parents he ſhould die. 


CADWALLAN. 


And was it for a dream he was conceal'd ? 

Thus 'tis to truſt the prophecies of hell! 

adwallan's fon ſhould have been known to 
all ; | | 

nd ere his manhood led confederate kings 

Ngainſt his father's foes, repair d my palace, 

d ſhar'd his power with thee : Then had I 

found, 

hen I return'd, a paradiſe at home, 


Inſtead 
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Inſtead of ruins, horrors, guilt, and hell. Not 
How was he carried to Northumbria's count 
Didſt thou exchange him, Druid ü Say thi; 
didſt! 
T'll give thee half his kingdom. "Wt 
Whe 
EMMA. 
Tas not he Belie 
O'er ſteep rough hills, wade valleys, wood: Nortl 
and rivers A dw 
[ travell'd with my infant all alone. Of Ec 
Far to the welt the full-orb'd moon declin d My fc 
The tenth night ere I reach'd to Edwin's gate. In tha 
With tears, with prayers, in bleſſings ad Al! 1 
embraces, 
Till th' envious lark hail'd the returning 
dawn, 
I fondly hugg'd him. Then, good hear n That, 
I left 
My dear, dear child to changeful fortunes 
lay! Alth 
CADWALLAN. He gre 
till in 


But what determin'd thee to go to Edwin, 
No 


Ts 


Not to thy brother Kenwal. 


EMMA. 


"Twas my dream, 
Determin'd me to travel with my ſon 
Where neither could be known; and let the 

world 

Believe that both had periſh'd in the flames. 
Northumbria's famous convent promiſed 
A dwelling to my wiſh ; and having heard 
Of Edwin's fam'd benevolence, I hop'd 
My fon in that might find a father's care, 
ln that a father's care and more he tound.— 


Ah! ill-repaid at laſt. 


CADWALLAN, (afide.) 
By my curſs'd hand. 
That, like a dagger, ſtabs me to the heart 


EMMA, 


Although a foundling of a race unknown, 
He grew in favour, fame, and happineſs, 
Til in an evil hour 


B b CAD= 
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BE 
CADWALLAN. Her 
Till that black hour. * 
In which his father kill'd his better father 
And Were ye all aſleep, ye miniſters 50 
Of heav'nly vengeance!—O what ma pee 
then 

Had been your thunder! Is his race ur 

known ? Th 
EMMA, 
It is unknown to all, but theſe now n 

ſent. Wh 


CADWALLAN. 


So muſt it be for ever! Could I think 
That any here would utter it, my {word 
This inſtant ſhould prevent it. Ves, the den 
Has once ſpoke truth ? For ſure 'twou 
break his heart 
To know himſelf the ſon of ſuch a monte 
But he ſhall never know it.—All mul 
ſwear.— What 
Lay all your hands upon your hearts, i 
{wear, 


1 


[By all your hopes of bliſs, and fears of pain, 
[Here or hereafter, you will ne'er reveal it. 


ALL, (with their hands on their breaſts.) 


| By all our hopes of bliſs and fears of pain, 
Here, or hereafter, we will ne'er reveal it. 


CADWALLAN. 


| Then he may live, and in my death be 
happy. 


EMMA. 


| What means this language? 


CADWALLAN, 


"Tis reſolv'd, 


EMMA, 
Thy death! 


CADWALLAN, 


Wh hat is beyond the grave?—A long dark 
1 chaos 


B b 2 Which 
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Which human fight could never penetrate: 
'Twas Superſtition firſt begot on Fancy 
Thoſe phantoms which invade our infay 
thoughts, 
Ere reaſon guards them !—Yet, I find, thx 
grow | 
To a force too great for reaſon, or for wiſdon, 
Or proud philoſophy t' expel. Our vanity 
In boaſting would diſguiſe the weak belief 
But all are conſcious of their inward fears 
- Ev'n virtue trembles at th' approach of deat! 


" 


Then what muſt guilt, what muſt Cadwa!ln 


D Go 


Yes 
nd 1 


feel? | 
leav' 
EMMA. Iy la 
: ; ne I 
Deſpair and horror are in all thy words. 
CADWALLAN., 
Is it to fall aſleep, and wake no more? 
Or ſhall we, as religion teachetli us, * 
le 


When theſe our limbs are moulder'd int 
earth, 

Exiſt, and ſtill be bleſs'd or miſerable, 

According as our lives have merited ! 


109 


b God! thou know'ſt my life — But this !— 
O this! 
auld any action for this guilt atone ? 


$2 * 
2 2 
3 


EMMA. 


Thou haſt been more unfortunate than 
guilty. 


CADWALLAN, 


Yes: There a ray of hope begins to riſe, 

nd in it death's moſt dreadtul phantoms 
tade ! 

Heav'n muſt approve, and all its hoſt admire 

ly lateſt act !—l die that he may live! 

ne laſt embrace! And then,—we part for 
ever ! 


[ Gomng, 


EMMA. 


let me follow thee ! 


CADWALLAN, 


I charge thee not. 
Keep 
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Keep our important ſecret! Come not near a- 
Till I am ſtretch'd in death. 


[ Ex: 


SCENE V. [79 „ 


EMMA, ETHA, DRUID, 


EMMA, 
f kno) 
AN is he gone, 3 
To ruſh upon the weapon of his ſon? MY 
Iwill prevent it yet! Ill go to Kenwal; i 
In tell my brother all! my 
DRUID. 
Have we not {worn ! 1 
EMMA. 
0 rave 


Sure perjury were far leſs damnable 

Y dreadful oath—Sworn that we wol 
permit 

Ihe ſon to ſlay the father ? 


hou u 


SCEM Fiete! 
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SUCENS. YL 


I them enter Lena diſordered, Elfrida fol- 


lowing.) 


I. ENA. 


YON and facher 

f knowingly, and with conſenting heart, 

hou haſt committed——No, Thou mayſt 
repent! 

epent in time ! Repent. 


ELFRIDA. 


Help me to hold her 

is Northumbria's Queen, driv'n by her 
wrongs 

0 rave thus wildly, 


LENA, 


Would'ſt thou wrong me too, 
tou with the hoary beard ? O beaſtly vice 


eteſtable in all; but in the head, 
That 


(. 2605 


That ſhakes the ſaow of years, moſt odis, 
Foh ! 
Go ſay thy pray'rs ! 
EMMA. 


She's raving mad !—To me that ſtate we 
bliſs ! 
Exit with Lal 


SCENE VI. 


LENA, ELFRIDA, DRUID: 


LEN A; Cc 
HOUGH I by force was to the altar drag! hie 
And facrific'd to devils, I am ſpotleſs. ok 
Spotleſs. as thou, or thou! Ha !-—Vi! 
art thou ? 
ELTRIDA. V 


Doſt thou not know me, Lady ? 


LEY: 


LENA. 


Thee I know, 
Thou kindeſt-hearted maid !—When I'm an 


angel, 
n hover round. O hadſt thou been an 
2 angel! 
but what is he, who wears that long gray 
08 beard, \ 


Scoffing old age? Thou art the devil's prieſt? 
And would'ſt thou turn me from the way to 


heav'n? 
In ſpite of hell, my innocence ſhall ſoar 


Above the eagle. Aye beyond the jun! 


DRUID, 


Conduct her to her tent, I'll ſend ſome 


herbs, 
Which ſtill che ſenſes to repoſe, and oft 
Shake ſuch diſorders from the troubled mind. 


LENA. 


Who, who ſhall hold me — See the clouds 
make way 
C C For 


1 


For me to enter! Glorious, glorious ſight ! 


Thouſands of angels call me in ſweet ſons: 


How {hall I to their heav'nly harmony 
Attune my mortal voice? 


(Sings.) 


Adieu, vain world of childiſh cares! 
Of idle hopes, and fooliſh fears! 

Now, now, I take a noble flight, 
Beyond where florms and thunders war; 
Beyond each cloud, and ev'ry ſlar, 

To th' utmoſt bounds of heav'nly light ! 


ELFRIDA. 


Ah! Lady! 


on earth. 


LENA. 


What! ſtill on earth? 
dy clogg'd, 

That ſcents pollution! Off mortality! 

Off, off corruption! 


[ Tearing her cloath. 
Bu 


Thou may it ſtill be blel! 


Still with a bo- 


Buc 


That 


TY 
He C 


[ {ay 


1 , 
lan 


Ss 7 


(0 
» 
— 


i 
7 
Jo 


(ang) 


[But who ſhall guide me through the long, 


dark region 
That lies betwixt us and the heav'nly man- 
ſftons ? 


He comes;—He comes! 
my father? 


Jo I not know 


| law thy wounds! 
pierc'd! 


[ ſaw thy boſom 


[ faw thy ſoul come forth !—Ha! wilt thou 


leave me ? 


Say! wrap me with thee in thy bloody 


ſhroud! 
Nuns out, they all follow her. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


Cc ACT 


2 
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r 


OS IL MEL 


AN OPEN PLAIN. 


Prince Arthur, with ſome officers of the 5, 


tons. 


ARTHUR, 


B EFORE thou ſett'ſt, O ſun, thou may itt: 
hold 

Thy rays flaſh from a crown on Artis 
brow. 


FIRST OFFICER, 


Les, valiant Arthur, if Cadwallan fall 
Thou art the firſt in merit as in blood 
To rule the antient Britons, 


Ru 


I w 


9 


SECOND OFFICER. 


'Tis reported, 


That the conditions of the fight will be, 
That he who conquers ſhall poſſeſs the realm 
E Of him that falls. 


ARTHUR, 


No! While the ftreams of life 


Run in my veins, though Britons all forſate 


me, 
| will oppoſe it with my ſingle ſword. 


E 111 be your King, or die attempting it. 


ALL THE OFFICERS, 


We with our lives will Arthur's right 


Maintain. 
ARTHUR, 
do evry Briton ſhould.— But Britons 
now 
No longer breathe that free, that manly ſpi- 
rit. 


Wit! 
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With which our ſires untaught, unarm'd, o;, 


pos'd 
Th' all conquering Romans. Ev'n our ws 
men then, 
Fierce in the front of war, perform'd ſuc] 
feats, 


As their enfeebled ſons now quake to hear, 


THIRD OFFICER, 


Both combatants now to this ſpot advance 
Whence one of them muſt never more 0: 
part. 


SECOND OFFICER, 


Our King approaches. 


ARTHUR. 


If my judgement err not, 

There is a ſtrange confuſion in his look le, 
2 11 , 

They go to a fill. el 
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SCENE I. 


Wo- 


ſuc Enter Cadwallan, 


(A trumpet heard.) 


CADWALLAN. 


L HE trumpet and the impending war no 

more 

vente the raptures they were wont to do! 

ow, like the death-man's warning to the fe- 
lon, | 

ey ſummon me to my determin'd doom! 

ence ev'ry fear? Riſe valour's wonted 

flame, 

le, royal pride, and ſentiments of honour, 

ie in my breaſt ! Let me with dignity 

id kingly grace conclude a life of troubles ! 


Ot, 


SCENE 


S GENE III. 


Enter Kenwal with his attendants, and O 
with His. 


RENWALs 


Y E Princes, range yourſelves in order rou 


(Ofrick and his nobles arrange themſelves in! 
fide of the flage oppoſite to Cadwallan andi 


Fd : | | 101 
Kenwal draws up his officers, with guari K 
on the front and back part between then.) 
KENWAL. "Y 
And 
The combat now proceeds, if all app fe 
CADWALLAN, 

do approve. 
Mi 

OSRICK, 
nher 


And J. 
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; ALL THE OFFICERS, 


And all of us. 


KEN WAL, 


05 | 


| Then Britiſh and Northumbrian chiefs, 

N give ear, 

Fo the conditions which I've ſworn to en- 

| force. 

fany dare infringe them, or diſturb, 

y weapon, action, geſture, ſignal, word, 

any other way, the combatants, 

join the other ſide, againſt th' aggreſſor, 

Vith my whole force. Whatever Prince's 
fate 

I: 15 to fall, both armies muſt diſperſe, 

ind with revengeful wars on this account 

xhauſt no more the precious blood of Albion, 


CADWALLAN, 


More muſt be added. Let the conquering 
King 
herit the dominions of the vanquifh'd ; 


D d And 


— 
1 PA 
—— O_— — 9 _ - 


N - — 2 - 
CC — Ip" — — — — 


6 


And the fair prize for which the war began 
Northumbria's Queen, become the vir; 
due. 


Os RICE. 


From this I muſt diſſent.—Northumbris 


Queen, 
— 
Or her dominions, nothing can transfer k 


But her own free conſent. 


CADWALLAN. 


With that alone 
I with to have her. Be my kingdom thine, 
If I ſhould fall —And I, through Lena's lors 


If tis thy fate, expect to inherit thine, T7 
Lu 
os RICK. 
[ns , ' * 4 lat, 
Ihrough Lena's love !—To the molt odions 
monſter 
' o * . 1 - ſho 
That crawls on earth ſhe'd fly t avoid th 0 
To ve 
love! 


CADWALLAN, (afede.) 


O {corn that well becomes thee! Yet forbei 
N 


Tia! 


ine, 


But that muſt never be! 


„ 


Ny ſwelling heart, elſe I muſt loſe my pur- 


pole. 
0h that I now could claſp thee to my breaſt! 


Come on, thou 
braggart ! 
OSRICK. 


Aye! to thy heart thou monſter ! Ha 
what now ? 


SUENE We 


AN OLD SOLDIER, (entering haſtily.) 


T7 
tad 
LMuMuA! 


lief, 
Tuat, mighty Princes, though theſe eyes have 
ſeen her, 
| ſhould be dumb, were ſhe not here herſelf 
o vouch it. 


The tale ſo much exceeds be- 


KEN WAL. 


Emma —- Who! What Emma doſt 


thou mean? 
D d 2 SOLDIER, 


6 


SOLDIER, 


Emma, thy fiſter! The fair Queen of Britcr: 
Like one diſtracted with her fears ſhe rape 


The ſoldiers cannot, without violence, 


Withhold her from her huſband. 


KENWAL. 


And knew you this 


CADWALLAN, 


Ah! let her not diſturb the combat now 
But, if I fall, O Kenwal, comfort Emma = 
Now, Oſrick, come. 


OSRICK, 


For Lena and her wrongs, 
[Hub. 


(4s they are fighting, Emma comes Lebind th 
attendants of Kenwal.) 


— 
et 


KENWAL, 


Amazing providence !—"Tis ſhe, indeed 
SCENL 


n 
SCENE V. 
ont 
EMMA, 


Let me ſave 


E traitors ! murderers ! 
his life! 

My brother! Canſt thou calmly ſtand to ſee 

A fight ſo ſhocking ? 


KENWAL, (holding her.) 


My ſiſter ! 


Emma ! 


heav'n ! 


For the love of 


You give th! advantage to his enemy 


EMMA. 


He falls! 


You know not what you do! 
He's ſlain! 


| > i 
2 


CADWALLAN, (falling, ) 


Aye, juſtly ſlain ! 
prevail; ! 
ed [Dies. 
ENL EMMA, 


The better cauſe 
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EMMA, 


And art thou gone ! 
no more ! 


O my Cadwallan! O my love! My huſban; 
| Falling on the by, 


OSRICK, 


Haſte Anfrid, tell the Queen of our ſucee 
Tell her, that I by this revenge have gain! 
The kingdom of the Briton. Let our trump: 


Proclaim our victory to all around. 


{ Northumbrian trumpets ſound, and th: 


my ſhouts ⁊uithin. 


ARTHUR, (coming forward.) 


Kenwal, you know my claim to Brit 
throne ! ; 
And you, who would uſurp that diadem, 
Which never ſat but on a Briton's brow, 


Know, that fince this brave Prince's hapletst 


1 am the firſt of that illuſtrious blood 

Which govern'd Britons ſince their race! 
gan. 

Nor can Cadwallan's will rob me of that 


Whit 


Thou canſt retun 


Wort 


[t 1 


hy „ 


a 


nich cuſtoms, antient and invariable 
Albion's mountains, have confirmed mine. 


OS RICK. 


| Yourſelf and all agreed to the conditions. 


is mine by conquelt ;—and it ſhall remain 
{0 ! 


ARTHUR. 


t is not conquer d while one Briton lives. 


KENWAL,. 


By theſe old cuſtoms you have mention'd, 


Emma 
lay claim the crown; for Britons ever ſuffer'd 
he Queen of him who rul'd them laſt, to 


reign 
Juring her life. My ſiſter, then, ariſe, 
ad claim thy kingdom! Leave a breath- 


leſs huſband! 
brother ſtill is here to guard thy right. 


EMMA, (ri/ing.) 


My brother! Oh! in any hour but this 
Of 


6 


Of hopeleſs miſery, that ſight were hapf. 
neſs! | 


KENWAL, | | 
| Lo 
Alas! What miſeries has Emma ſuſſerd 
O my poor ſiſter — l muſt mourn with the 


OSRICK, (qſide.) 


Her anguiſh wrings my heart! Revenge 
dead ! 
She never did me wrong.—But why thou! 
Feel thus the ſorrows of an enemy ? 


EMMA, (aſide looking on O/rick.) 
Didſt thou bring all theſe miſeries on m: 


Thou dear unhappy boy! But down my hear N. 
ARTHUR, (afide.) Cdn 
She looks not on the man that flew |: 
Lord 

With ſtern reſentment, or with hatta He 
frown | 

Nay, there is ſomething more.— By hear Repel 

affection! | With 


La 


C3433 


PP 
EMMA. 
How could you permit it 
Blow could you, O my brother, ſee him ſlain? 
d. a 
ic KENWAL, 
Ha! Did Cadwallan know thou waſt in 
lite? | 
Sea he forget thee, then, in the conditions, 
Which he propos'd himſelt? Yes, while thou 
wa liv'ſt, ä | 
[Thou ſhalt, my fiſter, be the Queen of Bri- 


EMMA, 


No earthly kingdom now can give me 
ov! 
joy! 
— , . © 9 — 
Cadwallan's will be done in ev ry thing. 


ARTHUR. 


Hear this, ye Britons !—Now, with man- 
ly hearts 
Repel this ſhame ; or hide your daſtard heads 
With hunted monſters in the barren rocks, 


E e To 


„ 


To which uſurping Saxons have confin d yo x 
Shall Britain's throne, that never yet va erh 
fill'd, 
But by a race deſcended from the gods, rd 
Be now polluted bye know not who 
A baſtard of ſome nameleſs ſlave, producd 
By ſome lewd dame; who, that ſhe migh 
again 
Purſue without reſtraint her ſordid pleaſure 
Expos'd her child to ſtarve or feed on alm 


OS RICK. 


Ruffian! no more. 


EMMA. 


| Ungenerous and unjuſt 
Wherefore aſperſe th'unknown with foul con 

jectures ? 
Perhaps his mother, virtuous, chaſt as thin: wi 
Nor leſs illuſtrious 


ARTHUR, 


Jou eſpouſe his cauſe 


perhaps his mother from her huſband {aid 
T, 
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"ou ro wanton in ſome younger lover's arms 
wu erhaps ſhe had put on religion's vail, 
And, to maintain her ſanity, was forc'd 
To diſavow her child of many fathers, 
much ladies we have heard of :—Such we've 
ol ſeen ! 
mM ſhall the ſon of ſuch be King of Britons ? 


re; ALL THE BRITISH OFFICERS, 


We with our lives will Arthur's right de- 
fend. 


NORTHUMBRIAN OFFICERS, 


And we brave Oſrick's. 


OSRICK, 


Let the King of Weſlex, 
the Northumbrian and the Britiſh chiefs 
: witneſſes of yet another combat. 
pon this land'rous ruffian I'll reſent 
y unknown mother's wrongs ; aſſert my 

right 
0 this new ſceptre which my arm has won, 
aid Mr periſh in tht attempt. | 


uſt! 


(00s 


hine 


1 Ee 2 EMMA. 


EMMA. 


KEN WAI. 


How, Emma! What means this ? 


EMMA, 


What have I done! 


ETHA. (afe.) 


Reſiſtleſs force of nature! 


ARTHUR. 


Shameleſs woman! 
Widow'd this moment, and in love the nei 
Why this 1s rank indeed ! 
mother 
To that baſe youth on whom your palli 
dotes, 


EMMA, 


All-gracious Heav'n ! 


Hold, forward youth 
Endanger not thy life— Tis juſtly thine. 


You might b: 


ARTHU. 


AF 
bb 


WI 


of 


lo a! 


3 
Was 


; Bs - Wo 


1 ARTHUR. 


| 


1 Why do you ſtart at this? 
e. F ha !—Ts poſſible your artful brain 

| lay rear a finc romance to raiſe your fav rite, 
Tdwallan had a fon: Swear this is he! 

| hat angels ſnatch'd him from the flames, 
and flew 

Der crucl foes to Edwin's court with him. 


KENWAL, 


{| Cadwallan's ſon had been of Oſrick's age! 

pay what, my filter was the fate of him? 

id he eſcape with you from flames and foes? 
N EMMA. 


Whate'er his fate, my miſery's compleat ! 


: OSRICK, 
vi 
* Eſcape from flames and focs! So ſpake 
the Druid. 
Loa kingdom I was born, he likewiſe ſaid. 
was in this kingdom Every myſtery 
10 Appears 
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Appears moſt plain! 
the art 

Of ſo renowa'd a warrior: — Vet I flew hin, WM © 

Great God! Iflew the author of my bir! 


He fought not with 


EMMA, A 
His words are madneſs ! Bear ye hene feel 
my friends, | 
Theſe dear remains to ſome ſequeſter'd pron 
There with my tears I'll waſh thy blood W 
wounds, | | 
O my Cadwallan!—-My unhappy huſband! 
[They are going to carry off the bu; 
OS RICK. For 
No!—Let me fall upon my murder' f I 
ther ! | 
Let tears of penitence waſh out this ſtain 1 
O Lady, pity me! | _ 
EMMA, | 
Ha! Pity thee if 
Ha 
OSRICK, 


O curſe me no: thou 
E024 


Forgive me! Pity me! 
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EMMA. 


Ohaſte, my Etha, bear me from his preſence. 


OS RICX. 


Ah leave me not in this perplexity! 1 


ene el thy ſorrows ! — They are all my own! 


Wherefore, O wherefore am I forc'd to 
this ? 
OSRICK, 


Forc'd ! to reſtrain th' affection of a mother 
| my embraces let it copious flow. 


EMMA, 


Embraces!—Murderer of my huſband !— 
thine? 


OS RICK. 


Harſh are thy words! Yet through the 
rough reproach, 


e no! thought I hear d affection's ſoften'd CONC 
The 


zec: 


„„ 


The ſweets of filial love I never felt: 
But ſure they're wondrous like what now! 
feel, 
At the firſt {ſight of thee my boſom head! 
My ſympathiſing heart leapt towards thine! 
My ſpirits ſtarted to their utmoſt bounds, 
Approving, though I thought thee then m 
foe ! 


I w1 


EMMA. 


"Twas a deluſion wild! 


os RICE, (Auecling.) Ur Eg 
4 


The happy raptures, when a parent pray 
For bleſſings on the offspring of his love, 
O let me know them no 


I never knew. 


That 


EMMA, 


OSRICK,. 
No! I have deſerv d thy cur: 
Thy bittcreſt curſe -es. Curſe the parriciG; 
Though, hapleſs wretch! he knew not ol! 


U 


crime. 


Lang 1 


EMMA, 


I will not curſe thee youth; and muſt not 
bleſs thee. 
Exit with Etha, 


SCENE VL 
OSRIEK. 


Fe ſtill! 
King of Weſlex? 


What think'ſt thou, 


KENWAL. 


That ſo ſhe would behave, were ſhe your 
mother ; 
And had ſome reaſon for diſſembling thus, 


F F SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


Enter Anfrid and Elfrida. 


AN FRI D. 
My King !——My friend — Alas — 


OS RICK. 


Can you not ſpeax 

Ah! Muſt I gueſs it Anfrid ! 
heard 

Of Oſrick's horrid act.—Has Lena heard it 


You have 


ANFRID. 


Too ſure ſhe has. Diſtracted ſee {he 
comes! 


SCENT 


Enter 


it 18 
| know 


Thou ; 


N 


Euler Lena, ſupported by Hanna, and the 
Druid. 


LENA. 


Arr, wherefore not! How ſhould he 
know his father? 
and fathers may be wicked! Men are trail, 


As well as women. 


OS RICK. 


Worſe! O worlſe than death ! 
ke LENA. 


it is the houſe of death! Theſe his attend- 


ants ! 
know you all !—Your names are on your 
faces! 
Thou art Remorſe! thou Vengeance ! thou 
ik Deſpair ! 


Ff 2 And 


6 


And thou lean Envy, with thy curling nal 


Why do they roll, and gape, and hiſs at m 

I have no heart! Long fince was that 9. 0 
ſum'd 

By ſnakes more venomous ! 


1] 
os RICE. Vil 
And e 
She knows me not 
t 18 tl 
LENA. | 
own 
Did Oſrick ſpeak ? Where is he ? 
for Ot 
T ry NMre 
Here my Len a 
LENA. 
Art thou my Oſrick No, no, no.— Ah! 
Sweet roſy health, and youth, and mai 
courage 
Bloom d in my hero's cheek. Pale feu vin. 
on thine, Kill, k 
And wither'd age and wrmkles !——oave! | 
angels ! Wilt ch 
. — . 1 
It is the Briton !——Haſl thou ſlain my 


0 Ny 


OS RICK. 


() Lena —0 my Queen [ 


LENA. 


Villain! and doſt thou glory in the deed ? 

and doſt thou know what blood is on thy 
{word ? 

t is thy ſon's !—— 

trown, rage! I care not! Wilt thou kill me? 

Do. 

for Oſrick was thy ſon! He's in my heart. 

[here kill him o'er again. 


3 * 1 * 1 % a | = 
ret our hearts together. 


OSRICK, (taking hold of her.) 


Ah! Let us take her hence. 


LEN A. 


Villain, unhand me —Ruitan, let me go! 


l, kill me twer 5 B 
ali, Kit me twenty times, But keep 
aloof! 


951 


ut thou indeed? 


Help, O my Oſrick, 


help me! 


()! 


« 3 ů—ð ® + 
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Thou parricide! Thou coward killa woman 
O -I am flain Struck to the heart —0 
Death! 
Why doſt thou grin ſo horribly ? 
Ye hideous ſpectres of the rotten graves, 
Why do ye ſhake your ghaſtly heads !—. 
But Oſrick waits me! "Tis my father“ 
{ſpirit ! 


Take me to heaven. | 'nhap 
Dies hat 
OSRICK, 
Is Lena gone? Shall I not follow her 
Why ſhould the murderer of a father live 
Drawing his ſwwor?, 
On m 
KENWAL, 
Was tl 
Hold, hold thy deſp'rate hand. 
Tes. 


t] 


1 


SCENE IX. 


EMMA, (entering. ) 


My ſon! my ſon! 
'nhappy fon of moſt unhappy parents ! 
Vhat wilt thou do? 


OS RICK. 


Revenge a father's death, 


EMMA, 


On me, on me !. Revenge his death on me! 
was the cauſe of it! 


OSRICK, 


On thee ! 


My mother! 


EMMA, 


le,——In my boſom hide thy ſword ; for 
there 
"Twill 
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"Twill give leſs painful, not leſs certain dea 
Than 'twould in thine ! 


OSRICK., 


What monſter were I then Wy 
The murderer accurs'd of both my parents! Has! 


EMMA. 


Tf you deſtroy yourſelf, you murder me! 
7 / d; 5 


OSRICK». 


I'll rather live in everlaſting torture 
But much I fear, I have not always been 


So near thy heart: Elſe wherefore didſt tl If 'r 
leave me:! What ] 
Leave me in 1gnorance, to act ſuch horrot: 
EMMA, 

Horrors indeed! Moſt horrible to me — 1 
But thou art innocent. He had refolv think 
Before you met, to die upon thy ford. 

( 
'nd flee 


OS RICX. 


Ha! Did he know it then? 
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EMMA. 


A little ſpace 

Before his death, he heard it from my mouth. 
My anxious care and caution to preſerve thee 
Has brought thy ruin !-—O my ſon forgive 

me ! 
For in a dream I thought that I was told, 
By one, whom I believ'd to be from heav'n, 
That, when thou knew'ſt thy parents thou 


ſhould'ſt die. 


OSRICK, 


if 'rwas foretold by heav'n, it muſt be ſo 
hat have I now in life? 


EMMA. 


Thou haſt a mother! 
lat has none left but thee to comfort her! 
think what pains, what cares, what fearful 
days, | 
'nd ſleepleſs nights ſhe ſuffer'd for thy ſake ! 


— 


Vo 


8 $ OSRICK, 


(„„ 


Adie 
OS RICE. * 
Sure ſome divinity looks from thine eye; With 
Or in thine accents breathes, that charms de. Shed 
 ſpair ! 
And ſtilling ev'ry tumult of my mind, And] 
Fills all my breaſt with reverence and love! inp 
How can I comfort thee ? Command thy 20h 
ſon. 
I'm all obedience, 
EMMA. Too l 
Caſt away that ford, It car 
And wait with patience for the ſtroke © 
heav n. 
OSRICE, perl 
Good cauſe haſt thou to execrate thi : 
{word ! For no 
Yet once on this my youthful fancy rear ito th 
A tow ring edifice of future fame, Then 
That {ſhould outlive the marble monument. 
Stain'd with a father's blood Hence fer ti 


my ſight 


* 
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adieu forever all a warrior's hopes! 
Far diſtant from the haunts of buſy men, 
With only thee, my mother, will Fſtay; 
Shed ev ry day ſome tears of ſad remcm- 
brance, | 
And patient wait for the relief of heav'n! 
Twill not be tedious, if thy dream deſerves 
Our confidence ! 


EMMA, 


O, had it nc'er been truſted ! 
Too late, by what it has produc'd, we find 
it came from hell. Deluſive twas and 


falſe! 


OSRICK, 


Perhaps twas true! Perhaps equivo- 
cal: 

for now, departing from the cares of life, 

i to the world may be accounted dead. 

Then hear my dying will. Prince Arthur, 
thou, 

For 'tis thy right when I am gone, ſhalt 


wear 


Gg 2 The 
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The Britiſh crown. "Tis thine, my faithfy 

|  *_Anfrid, | | 

Since Lena is no more, to wear Northum. 
bria's. 

Thou, generous maid of Weſſex, if m 
pray'rs | 


Had pow'r to effect it, ſhould'it be Antrid| 
Queen. | 


ANFRID. 


I ever lov'd you, as my Prince and friend, 
Yet, ſince I knew this Princeſs, I confeſs, 
I wiſh'd for thrones of kings or emperors, 


To raiſe her equal to her great deſerts. et u 
Yet, thus obtain'd, it yields no pleaſure- he 
Reign, | 
And let me ſtill be happy in thy friendſup. 
8 Wi 
OSRICK. 
No. "Tis refolv'd !———My only king 


dom now 


Shall be {ome lonely cottage in a deſart. 


But what ſay'ſt thou, the hrother of my m 
ther, „ 8 Mas 


7 
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Of this propos'd alliance Speak your 
thoughts : ob 
And thou, his lovely daughter ! 


fu 


KENWAL. 


Elfrida's eyes 

Expreſs conſent. Then take my daughter, 
Anfrid. 

and may ſhe prove the pledge of laſting 
peace 

Twixt Weſſex and Northumbria. 
too, 

cho art our kinſman; and ye Princes all, 

et us unite like brothers, and defy 


Arthur 


end, 


ebe vain attempts of ev'ry foreign foe, 
up. ARTHUR. 
With pleaſure agree. 
5 ALL THE CHEFTAINS. 
ding 
And all of us. 
- wi KENWAL, 


; May never foul diſſention, from the plots 
| Of 
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Of baſe ſelf-intereſt, or the envious view; 
Of falſe ambition, turn a Briton's ſoul 
From acting for his country's common goo, 


DRUID. 


Your children's children, and their late! 


race 

Shall bleſs you the firſt founders of thi 

| union. 

For, when this iſland all ſhall ſo unite, The 
Old ſeers foretel, that Britain's pow'r !::WM 
ſtride re 
From the ſun's riſing to his ſetting place. PI 
N * 
fm 
hs 
THE EN D, 5 
40 
2 
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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


The following tragedy being leſs corre than any 


ther of the author's writings, it was at firſt 
reſolved to omit it in the preſent publication; 
and, in that view, one of the choruſes, and 
parts of two others were inſerted among the 
ſmaller poems. The friends of the author, 
however, have ſince deſired the inſertion of 
the tragedy entire; and they truſt to the can- 
dour of the public, for their mdulgent recep- 
ion of a piece which never underwent the au- 
bor t laſt correcſtions. 
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FR NS. 


CalRBAR, King of Erin, 
CATHMOR, his Brother. 
CoLLa, an Erinian Nobleman. 
DARTHUL a, his Daughtef. 
UsNOTH, a Caledonian Nobleman, 
NaTHos and ARDAN, his Sons, 
ALTHAN, the Bard of Cormac. 
CARRIL, another Bard. 

DERMuID, a Soldier of Nathos' Army, 


Guards, Soldiers, &c. 


SCENE, The coaſt of Ullin, or Ulſter, in I 
land, 


— — 


N 
SCENE, Before Colla's Caſile, 


Colla and ſome of his Officers. 


COLLA, 


HE time's important! Ev'ry moment now 
lay lead us on to glorious deeds of war: 


** ur youthful general, eager to revenge 
he death of great Cuchullin, and to prop 
he tottering throne of Erin's minor King, 
bs aſely attack d by Atho's cruel Lord, 


Fromis'd this morn to greet us by the dawn. 
athos will ſoon be here. The morning now 
ilready bluſhes o'er us. Yon long ſtreams, 
Prigh'tning the tremulous ocean, ſhew where 
ſoon 

ie glorious ſun ſhall blaze above the waves · 
H h 2 FIRST 
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Tho 
FIRST OFFICER, 
One comes with haſty ſtride, 
Tt 
SECOND OFFICER, 5 
[het 
It is the General, 
ſer 
NATHOS, (entering.) * 
| Hail, worthy Colla ! Are your troops tb 
| prepar d? 'ho 
COLLA. nd 


The leaders wait you here, 


NATHOs. 
With inſtant ſpeed, 
| Brave warriors, join the right wing of our 
AN. front: 
| For ev'ry moment we expect t engage. Faitl 
gy All elſe 1s ready, But 
[ Exeunt officert 
COLLA, 


Have thoſe troops return [/ 
Who 


l 
(ho at the brave Cuchullin's fall diſpers'd ? 


NATHOS, 


They come with joy, and ſay they ſee in me 
heir former leader. For it ſeems, my fea- 
tures 

ſemble his. O for a mind like his! 

Thoſe bold ambition ſpurr'd him on to fame, 
the ſure paths which prudent virtue pointed. 
(hoſe courage fmil'd at danger's threat'ning 
front, 

nd never yielded to oppoling hardſhips ; 

ut met them like a ſca-ſurrounded rock, 
'nmov'd by all the fury of the ſtorm. 


al, 


00Ps 


COLL Mt 


d 

or May Cormac's youth a guardian find in 
thee, 

Faithful like him, brave and magnanimous: 

hut of a better fortune, to repel 

Th ungenerous foes, who now ſo baſely 

come 

lo wreſt the ſceptre from a ſtripling's hand. 


ICirbar ſhall fail, as all his fathers did 


L. 


8 


nd, 


Vo When 
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When they aſſail d the kingdom of the North, 


NATHOS, 


This tyrant Cairbar is of dreadful fame, 
Not for his valour, but his artful frauds 
In th' intervals of war ; and cruel deeds, 


When by ſucceſs his ſullen pride is ſwell'd. 


COLLA, 


Then only is he dreadful. In the field 

The coward ſhrinks from danger. All his 
frauds 

Will by this vigilance in thee be foil'd: 

Since, though late watching in the nightly 
cold, 

Thou thus canſt brave the chilling damps of 
morn, 


NATHOS, 


In ſummer, and in Erin's temperate clime, 
Nocturnal coolneſs brings delight to me, 
Who hardy grew among the ſharper froſts 
Ot Caledonia's hills.—There with the dawn 


Our father led his ſons into the woods, 
Where 


he 
Lain 
And 
Theſ 


Shak 
They 


To {| 
And 


Sue 


Let y 
And v 


When 
The fe 
And c 
Thy f. 
The Pl 
And o 


th, 


"we 


ne, 
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Where we have chac'd the ſtag till night re- 
priev'd him; 

ain down to reſt beneath a tufted oak, 

And with the morning ſtar renew'd our toil, 

Theſe exerciſes will, my ſons, ſaid Uſnoth, 

Shake from your growing limbs the ruſt of 
{loth ; 

They'll temper your young nerves with active 
ſpring, 

ſo ſpeed the jav'lin in more glorious fields, 

And bear unhurt th' illuſtrious toil of arms. 


COLLA. 


Such are the rugged paths that lead to 

fame! 

Let youth by hardy labour grow to ſtrength ; 

And while in vigour do what they may boaſt 
of, 

When envious age has left no other joy. 

The feebleſt foes now ſhun not my approach, 

and cowards ſtand t inſult my ſhaking arm. 

Thy father knows it was not always ſo. 

The proudeſt foes have fled from this old arm, 

and op'ning ranks before it ſhew'd their fear. 

Is 
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Is Uſnoth's ſtrength, like mine, decay'd with 


age. 


NATHOs. 


Like thee my father feels the weight ct 
years; 
But ſtill his vigour can, like thine, ſupport i. 


. COLLA, 


Methinks I ſee thy father young again, 
Brave ſon of Uſnoth, while I look on thee, 
The pleaſures of our youth ruſh on my mind, We 1 
Together have we rang'd the ſavage wilds, 
And fide by ſide the battle's dangers brav'd! 


O in ſuch thoughts I could forgot my age, _ 
And tire thee with an old man's tedious ſtories, fo 
Of wonders then atchiev'd. May all thy 
wars, 
Like Uſnoth's, be the fav'rite ſong of fame 
Fay 
NATHOs. Truthi 


In hopes of this our father ſent us hither; And x: 
Where, while defending Erin's minor king, 


Under our warlike uncle, we might learn 
Th 
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Th! experienc'd leader's praQtice.—Burt alas! 

When ſcarce we had untheath'd our maiden 
ſwords, 

Cuchullin fell; and I, though ſmall my ſkill, 

And almoſt ere I wiſh'd it, by the friends 

Of Cormac am elected General. 


COLLA, 
Oh happy Umoth! thou haſt ſons to wield 

Thy weighty weapons ! Ah! had mine 
remain d! 

We now perhaps with pleaſure had beheld 
them | 

Attach d by warm affection, like their fa- 
thers, 

In friendly emulation, riſe to fame. 


NATHOS, 


Favour'd by his coeval Prince, one ſon, 
fruthil, the youngeſt; yet remains to bleſs 
thee, 
And riſe the Colla of his Cormac's reign.— 
Thy daughter too.——Darthula's peerleſs - 
charms | 


Ii May 


— — — ——— — — — 
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May make the proudeſt Prince become mor: 
proud, 

To hail thee for a father. O how bleſs'd, 

Beyond expreſſing bleſs'd, were I to find 


You thought me not unworthy of the honour Ye 
Of joining, by an everlaſting bond, 
The race of Colla with the line of Uſnoth. bre. 
coLLA. 9 
Thou art deſerving of the higheſt honours! Such 
When leiſure ſerves I'll tell thee more of this, i Ar 
Think now upon th' importance of thy charge 
Thouſands confide to thee their lives their 
all! No 
Darthula comes. In few words take your \\ thy 
leave: 
For now a moment's chance may be decilive dweet 
Lai For 1 
NATHOS, (alone) Heedl 
i Be agen 
Wiſe is the counſel! The reproach 1 Db 
go With 
. . . 1 | 
My traitor heart !—Is this a time for love Not e 
But ti 


xte 


Er 


Euter Darthula and attendant. 


DARTHULA, 


Young ſoldier, I diſturb your private 
thonghts ! 
break perhaps ſome plans of future con- 
queſt, | 
Or great ideas of expected fame. 
Such contemplations to the brave, I'm told, 
Aford a joy like real victory. 4 


NATHOS, 


No joy, no pleaſure is to me like this 
With which Darthula's preſence fills my 
breaſt. 
dweet are the hopes of fame; revenge is ſweet 
tor my dear kinſman flain ; but when with 
thee, 
Heedleſs of fame, unmindful of revenge, 
A gentler paſſion gives me ſweeter joy. 
Oh could I hope that fair Darthula felt 
With me ſuch pleaſure, we ſhould never part! 
Not ev'n old age ſhould leflen our delight, 
hut turn youth's raptures to a milder joy. 
11 2 DAR= 
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DARTHULA. 


Of this important time can Nathos loſe 
A ſingle ſecond in ſuch idle thoughts ? 
See danger imminent beſets us cloſe, 
And all to thee, as their defender, look. 


NATHos. 


The time's important! But O tell me thi; 
Before I go :—Forgive an anxious lover! 
Have I no rival? Some brave youth, per: 

haaps, | Bo 
By former feats already crown'd with fame 
Amidſt his trophies offer'd you his heart, 


Which you regard as no unwelcome prize, 


I 


DARTHUL A. 


You have a rival. You have cauſe to fear, 


NATHOS, 


Have cauſe to fear ! Darthula ſees me tren: 
ble! 

But bring this rival bath'd in vanquiſid 

blood, „ 


Frowning 


Frov 
Buri 
His 


I wi 


CG 
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Frownang in ſullen pride of victory, 0 

Burning with rage, exulting in his ſtrength, 1 

His ſword prepar d, his body ſheath'd in | | 
ſteel, 

will not fear him.— Who's this happy rival? 


DARTHULA, 
Carbar— 
n, NATHos. 
The tyrant! He Darthula's love! 
Then, ſhould good fortune from my happy |.) 
arm 4 
Send death to this deſtroyer of mankind, 
What will the fruits of my will” d conqueſt 7, 
be? 
Darthula's tears! 
ſword. 
But if I fall beneath the ſtrength of Cairbar, 
When thou ſhalt ſee this head upon his 


Ne 


No. Reſt in peace, my 


* ſpear 

10 DARTHULA. 

f O never! never N the dreadful 
” image! 


Wich 
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With thee I'll die. With thee, with thee. 
I'll live! 
NATHOS. 


Ah! mock me net; for—Cairbar is m. 
rival, 


DARTHULA. 


Cairbar has often importun'd my love: 
But him of all mankind J moſt deteſt. 


NATHOS. 


Didſt thou not ſay, that I had cauſe to ferr 
him ? 
DARTHULA. 


More cauſe have I to fear his brutal ten- 
per ! 
Thinking of that, what horror harrows me: 
What if ſome chance of unſucceſsful war 
Put me in Cairbar's power? 


NATHOS, 


There, there, you paint, 
li 


in | 
Sha 
Tor 


Anc 


Y 


Wit 
due! 
And 
Did 
This 


de. 


1 


m- 


ne. 
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n ſtrongeſt features, war's worſt miſery. 

Shall I, in chains perhaps, behold Darthula 

Torn from her Nathos by ſome ruffian's 
force, 

And dragg'd away, and us'd unworthily. 


DARTHULA, 


Why, are our fears the ſame? Sure fancy 

ſees, 

With eyes prophetic, our impending fate ! 

Such horrors ever haunt my waking thoughts, 

And dreadful viſions paint them in my dreams, 

Did my moſt ardent withes aught avail, 

This inſtant war {hould ſheath his bloody 
{word, 

Aud Nathos ne'er ſhould ſee the face of dan- 


ger. 


NATHOs. 


Then Nathos never could deſerve thy love. 


Diſtant ſhouts heard. 
The army ſhouts Sweet time-deceiving 
love! 
tre ſtaid too long. 
Exit. 
Darthula, 
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Darthula, and attendant. 


DARTHULA. 


And bid me not farewell 


Who knows if ever I ſhall ſee him more? 8 
0 
ATTENDANT. | 
He goes to fight with as much fearleſs joy, 1. 
As the young hunter to his ſporting field. 1 
pt! j4 nd 
DARTHULA, 
With joy What joy can war and dat. 
I . 
War, the deſtruction of the great and brav, 
Seems in reflection's eyes a monſter grim, 
Beſmear'd with blood of kindred lately torn: Th 
Yet men, how ſtrange ! as if in love with be. 
horror, | And 
Delighted, ruſh before his cruel fangs! In th 
[ Diſtant noiſe of batile 
O Love! thou heap'ſt new terrors on m7 Tor 
mind ! Butt 
fear'd enough before for Colla's age; Too 


For 


53 


or Fruthil, in the tender bloom of yourh ; 
The hated inſolence of Cairbar's love, 

ind all the common woes that follow war: 
or father, brother, country, and myſelt, 
fear not now ſo much as for my Nathos. 

ſe pow'rs who rule th' uncertain fate of war! 


Tho from your fav'rites turn the deadly 
{haft, 

And guide deſtruction to the deſtin'd heart! 

his day let Nathos be your foremoſt care! 

Around his head unſeen your armour ſpread, 

nd near him let no hurtful weapon come! 


oy 


af 
Enter Colla. 
Ve, 
COLLA. 
m This, my Darthula, is the curſe of age — 


ien hen was a battle in my hearing fought, 
And I not active in its hotteſt place ? 
n thought's firſt tranſports ſometimes I re- 
ile, ſolve 
m To ruſh, as I had wont, into the ftrife : 
But theſe decay'd, old, diſobeying limbs 


Loo ſoon remind me of my feeble ſlate. 
n K K DAR- 
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DARTHULA. 


My father, you have had your ſhare g 5 
fame, 


And with that ſhare may well reſt ſatisfy d 


[ Shouts at a diſtance M 
att 
COLLA. 
Heard you not that ? One of the ſid: 
prevails, 0 
| Thou 
DARTHULA, \nd 
Which of the ſides ? 
Ld (et 
COLLA. 
Alas! I know not that. 
More ſhout! 
But theſe are ſure the ſhouts of victory. 
DARTHULA. Thi 


The noiſe approaches us! Perhaps out 
fate! 
If Nathos falls or flies If Cairbar comes 


Elate with victory, what ſhall we do! 


COLL 
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COLLA. 


His cruelty, indeed, is to be fear'd. 


DARTHULA, 


Much cauſe have we to fear his cruelty ! 
ut more I fear,—much more, his hated love! 


COLLA, 


0 my Darthula ! ever hate his love. 
Thou haſt been ever dear as life to me; 

\nd yet, methinks, before I ſaw thee Cair- 
bar's, 


Id ſee thee dead! 


DARTHULA. 


11 Then dead thou firſt ſhalt ſee me. 


COLLA., 


Thou ſpeak'ſt, I fear, and haſt not thought 
of death. 

Could'ſt thou reſign the pleaſant hopes of joy, 

that youth and beauty may expect in life, 

les d with the love of a young hero, form'd 

K k 2 Wich 


out 


mes, 


LL: 


1 


With all that ſoftly charms the heart, « 
{wells 
Ambition's with. 


EF Ard 


| DARTHULA. x 
There's no ſuch hope with Cairhzr 
U Our hopes in life before us often fly, 
} Deluſive as the rainbow's fleeting radiance; Ho 
Which ſimple boys purſue for fabled tra. 
ſure. 
| If Nathos falls, what hope can flatter me? 
/ : Sinc 
COLLA, 
Now we ſhall hear !—Sce ſome come ft Fror 
the battle, 
! And 
DARTHULA., Sent 
Protecting pow'rs ! a party ſtrong in arm Our 
Was 
COLLA. 
; The ſoldiers halt. Forward their lead 
comes! W. 


dure they are friends 


DA; 


„ 


DARTHULA. 


Yes. Nathos' brother tis! 


| Ardan, I know, 


COLLA, 


What tidings doſt thou bring 
How goes the battle ? 


ARDAN, (entering.) 


All as yet goes well, 
vince there's no battle here. My brother 
fear'd 
From Cairbar's motions ſome new ſtrata- 
gem; 
And, left to ſeize Darthula be his aim, 
dent us to guard you. By a' different rout, 
Our brother Athos, with the ſwifteſt youths, 
Was to the royal reſidence diſpatch'd, 


COLLA, 


What were the motions that produc'd ſuch 
fears? 


ARDAN. 


At ſounding of the charge, not half tle 
force 
Advanc'd into the plain t' attack our front. 
Of them we made a ſhort and eaſy conqueſ, 
Our ſcouts deſcry'd a ſtronger party move, 
Wide from the battle, on our left wing's fide: 


Theſe we expected on our flank or rear, " 
And our reſerves ſtood ready to receive them, * 
Their way continuing ſtill through hollow ig. 
paths, 

Their deſtin'd purpoſe they as yet conceal, 
COLLA. WI 
| N life 
Cairbar's deceitful, grov'ling, coward nee 
| ſoul, When 
Which love of fame, or glory, ne'er infpird, ad! 


Has now in head ſome ſordid view of intetel}, 
Or plunder, to be got with little riſk, 


DARTHULA, 


I fear it is a ſtorm of cruelty, 
That ſoon will bart on ſome devoted head 
Should 


ad c 


Ell 


U 
arc 


14 
Ul 
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zuould he come hither ! 


ARDAN. 


Hither let him come, 
hat I may likewiſe have my ſhare of fame! 


DARTHULA, 


Ah, youthful warrior Thou mayſt often 
have 
uch opportunities t acquire renown : 
Wiſh not for danger to thy early life. 


ARDAN, 


When valour falls, Fame gives a better life; 
A life not mortal by the {ſtroke of ſteel ; 
life to bloom in everlaſting youth, 
When monuments are ſunk beneath the ſoil, 
ind Jevel with the plain yon mountains he. 


DARTHULA. 


| More warriors from the battle !—Nathos 


comes! 
ad comes with victory 


ARDAN. 
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ARDAN, 
But who 1s he, 
Yon captive chief of ſuch a goodly mien 


Is it the tyrant's brother ? 


COLL A. 
Yes: 'Tis Cathmor. 
Generous, humane, and brave, in war e 
peace, 
Cathmor, for ev'ry virtue is eſteem'd, 
As much as Cairbar is for crimes deteſted. 


Enter Nathos with Cathmor priſoner. 
Guards, — A ſoldier carrying Cathmor 's fu 


NATIIOS, 


Colla, you ſee the glorious prize we've mat 
Phe valiant Cathmor ! 


COLL? 


—— 
ce —-- 


Tin 


I 
made 
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COLLA, 


With a brighter wreath, 


Conqueſt ne'er bound the happy victor's 


brow ! 


Brave Cathmor, think not that thou here 


{halt find 
\ barbarous foe, t' increaſe with cruel inſult, 


[The bitter galling of a captive's chains, 


CATHMOR, 


'Tis not captivity that galls me moſt, 


NATHOS, 


The brave and generous man finds ev'ry 
where 
Ih eſteemand friendſhip of all kindred hearts; 
Ev'n thoſe, who fear his valour, love his vir- 
tues. 
Though thee we fear as our moſt deadly 
foe, 
believe me, all thou now bchold'ſt are friends. 
Then ſtrive not, Cathmor, to conceal thy 
griefs, 
11 From 
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From ſympathizing hearts that wiſh to ſz 


them, 
CATHMOR, IT 
= 4 As 
I with T could conceal my preſent grief 
Not only from my friends, but from a g 
ſelf. 
NATHOS, 
Forgive me, Prince, if I conjecture wrong, y 
But ſure thou haſt much cauſe of grief, and 
feel'ſt 
Th' ungrateful uſage of thy barb'rous H 8 
ther. Wit 
| 80 {| 
CATHMOR. | 
Inca 
[ feel it like a poiſon'd arrow here! You 
Barb'rous indeed O Cairbar !— 
NATHOS, WW 


Could he fees 

So brave a Prince's death? Vet this appears 
Plainly his treach'rous aim, in leaving the I's 
So few to meet our whole compacted force. 
CATH3108 


20% 


CATHMOR. 


He promis'd to attack your rear, as ſoon 
As I ſhould charge your front: He baſely 


fled, 
And left me, as he thought, to ſure deitruc- 


tion. 


NATHOS, 


You ſtood like one regardleſs of his fate. 


CATHMOR, 


To find the zeal, the not unfruitful zeal, 
With which I've ever ſerv'd him, ſo repaid, 


So ſhock'd and ſo aſtounded me, I ſtood 


| incapable of acting, till you brought 
Jour numbers round, and made me priſoner, 


COLLA, 
Whither has Cairbar with his army gone ? ; 
&h f1 
— Y CATHMOR. 
nes | am not truſted now with Cairbar's coun- 
. ſels. 


14 NATHOS. 
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NATHOS. 
Envious of glory which he ne'er a Yo 
reach, 
An enemy to virtues, which, compar'd 
With his foul vices, make him look ſo me, 
His little, baſe, malignant, rancorous mind 
Has even attempted to deſtroy a brother. 


That 


Conſult thy ſafety, Prince! Defend thylc!f At 
Againſt an enemy, who threatens thee. "ny 
ex 

CATHMOR, 
That threat'ning enemy is ſtill my br che 
ther. ves | 
And | 
NATHOS, Deſer\ 
Ever a ſtranger to th' endearing ties es 
Of brotherly affection, openly now | 
He by his deeds diſclaims them: Join vi . - 
3 ; Rs Wiucl 
And in thy ſervice I will die, or ſet To g. 


Falſe Cairbar's crown on Cathmor's worthu! 
brow, 


CATH MON. 


Jr? 
JS wv 
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CATHMOR., 


| You know not Cathmor; He delires no 
crown 
That one muſt wade to thro' a brother's 


blood. 


NATHOS., 


At thine that very brother ſcruples nor, 
Tho' there's no crown to tempt, no injury 
[ excite revenge; and though thy uſeful 
life 
 cheriſh'd and admir'd by all but him! 
Joes he, a wretch, whom all mankind deteſt, 
And juſtly for his crimes condemn to death, 
elerve to wear a crown What thou haſt 
ſuffer d 
als loud for vengeance: but much more 
than that, 
ny future danger, and the care of life, 
Which all are bound to have, admoniſh thee 
Jo ſtand on thy defence againſt this bro- 
ther. 


CATHMOR. 
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[ſhy 
CATHMOR, IT be 


Above the ſervile fears of death, above 
The mean ambition of inglorious greatneß, 


In ſpite of his demerits, true to thoſe [ 
Dear feelings that connect fraternal hearts, 
T will defend him, while my vigour laſts; Nh 
And, ſcorning crowns, aſpire to briglr: Ot 
wreaths. Put 
Tha 
COLLA, 
BY ; ITho 
the ſong, that ſhall to future times recor! 
This wondrous virtue, will by little foul; B 
Be deem'd romantic fable. I. 
NATHOS, 
But the brare 
Inwardly conſcious of reſembling greatue!s : 
Ailenting, will extol th' accompliſh'd hero. Wit 
Take, gallant Cathmor! take this fwors Obe) 
which ſhines Un. 
With honour, even in a diſhoneſt cauſe: * 


[G vm him his ſer 
And with it take thy freedom. Might | | 


AF 

4) 

1 
4 


IN. 
1 
4 


„ 


Thy friendſhip in return, I would eſteem it 


The richeſt ranſom ever captive paid, 


Ve CATHMOR, 
nels, | 
It, by my friendſhip, thou mean'ſt that 

ts eſteem 
. y bravery merits, with a grateful ſenſe 
oh Ot this benevolence, thou haſt it now. 

But if thou giv'ſt me liberty, in hopes 

That | ſhall draw this ſword againſt my bro- 

ther, 
bhou art deceiv'd. So take thy preſent 
: back. 

kor in the battle I muſt be thy foc, 

Whilſt thou art Cairbar's. 

NATHOS. 

Te 
ok That is, while either lives! 


ro, Wichout reſtraint, without conditions, free, 
cord Obey the dictates of chy manly mind. 

| know I put this weapon in a hand 

That's terrible in battle: Bur I'm ſure, 


%% 


II find one generous and one candid foe, 


DAR 
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DARTHULA, lood 
See one, whoſe haſty ſteps ſeem to fore! 
Elis tidings are important. 
las ! 
NATHOS. 
One of thoſe 
i ſent to Cromla's top to look for Cairbar. 
Th 


Enter a Meſſenger. wih 


MESSENGER. 
Haſte, Nathos, haſte, with ſuccours tot 
brother. 


Near Cormac's caſtle he's with Cairbar mc 
And much ſuperior is the tyrant's force. 


An 
7 

NAT EHOs. 29 

All follow me. Thou, Ardan only itar 
With thy detachment. 
[ Exit with officers, C 
coLLA. 
Ia! near Cormac's caſte Hua 


Blood? 
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oody, 1 fear, is Cairbar's purpoſe there. 
edel DARTHU LA. 


las! my brother! Heavens protect the 
King! 
coLLA. 


They're both in danger! But the caſtle's 
ſtrong: 
will keep them out a while. 


DARTHULA. 


More news! More news! 


COLLA. 


Another meſſenger from Cromla's heights! 
What have you ſeen? 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


MESSENGER, 


Brave Athos form'd his troop 
a ſtrait paſs 'twixt Cairbar and Temora. 


M m They 


' 
00 
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They met.—They clos'd : But foon they (Wear 
parate, 
And now that fide, which from its numhe: 
ſeems 
The enemy, is, by a quick retreat, 
Haſtening towards the caſtle of the King, Ah 
| Ind 
COLLA. 
"Tis ſome baſe ſtratagem to get admittum 
was 
And murder Cormac. 
DARTHULA. 1 
O my brother too! e! 
Il hi 


COLLA. 


Cairbar ſpares none - My Fruthil! O 
ſon! 
My only ſon! My only hope in age! 
will prevent their deaths, or die with chen 


| £.\X 
DARTHULAs 


. , I may 
Stay, O my father! Stay, infirm old mi 
Leue 


n 


ee war's rough labours to more vigorous 
limbs! 


bers | Exit. 


CATHMOR, ( alone.) 


. Ah Cormac ! could I yet prevent thy fate! 
Ind Cairbar's ſhame! His name will be in- 
roll'd 
5 mongſt the hated monſters of the earth! 
sas plain he fought my life! Shall I now 
3 
Where no foul rumour of his crimes can 
wound me? 
lin go to him, and counteract 


I his deteſted deeds of infamy. 


END OF THE FIRST Ar. 7 


ma 


M m 2 CHORUS 


e 
900 


W. 


SczNRZ—Tingal' hall in Selma. 


Fingal, Offian, Nobles, Ladies, Bards, a. fel 
| tending, Ho 


A diſmal found is heard of diſtant fhricking, 


Me 

FIRST BARD. 

N HAT ſhrieks 
Wh 
SECOND BARD» Wh 
What hideous groans ! 

| FINGAL». Oh 
I know too well! Ak 

FIRST BARD, 
Some dire preſage ! * 
SECOND BARD. Har 


Some grief is nigh ! 


FINGAL 


{ite 


5 


FINGAL, 


dome ſpirits thus are wont to tell 
When thoſe moſt dear to Fingal die. 


FIRST BARD» 
Felt ye that blaſt? 
How ſwift it paſs d! 
SECOND BARDs 


Methought it ſhook the hall! 


THIRD BARD. 


What meteors there ! 
What lightnings blaze! 


FIRST BARD. 


Oh !—theſe portend 
A king, or kingdom's fall ! 


OSSIAN, 


Every breath new horror brings ! 
Hark, hark, my harp! no human hand 


Has touch'd the ſtrings! 
That 


1 


That ſound ſo diſmal, hollow, low, 
| Foretells approaching news of woe! 


FINGAL, 


Strike, Oſſian! ſtrike thy harp, my ſon ! 
Call out the deep-reſounding, ſolemn tone: 
Sing on, till ſome compaſſionating ghoſt 
Come to tell what friends we've loſt ! 


OSSIAN, 


Spirits of our fathers dead ! 
Whether ye glide 
Smoothly o'er the cryſtal waves; 
Whether in the whirlwind's blaſt, 
Ye roll the whitening tide ; 
Or pour the night-thrick on the lonely hill 
Or murmur o'er your graves ! 
Corne in your cloudy cars, 
And tell in ſounds of woe, 
For what departed chiefs 
Muſt our deep forrows flow 


CHORUS, 


For what departed chicts, &c. 


a, 


OSSIAN, 


Tell me of Oſcar, tell, 
Who fails the ſtormy main : 

Oh! have you ſeen my darling fon 
Amid his martial train? 


Say, does brave Oſcar live; 
Or are his ſhips diſpers'd, 
And he, with all his band, 
In wat'ry tombs immers'd ? 


Or have they reach'd green Ullin's ſhores, 
And yet have come too late 
To ſave the ſons of Uſnoth brave, 
And Cormac, from their fate ? 


CHORUS, 


Spirits of our fathers dead! 


Let us blind mortals know 
1 


tor what departed chiefs 
Muſt our deep ſorrows flow! 


— SR. A 
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BARD OF THE SECOND SIGHT, 


Invoke no ghoſts to tell you this ! 
Blindneſs, mortals, here is bliſs ! 
J ſee, I ſee, with inward light, 

I fee, and curſe the dire anticipated fight 
Which brings too ſoon my pain. 
I fee, I fee, beyond the deep 
A ſcene that ſhall make thouſands weep 


CHORUS FIRST, 
| What ſcene? 


Sp. 'V 
} CHORUS SECOND, Tigh 
| | The) 
i What ene? ne 
"7? 
a The 
CHORUS THIRD, 
What ſcene! 
BARD, Ol 
Ye hear the ſhrieks! I fee the ghoſts! 
Trembling they come from Erin's coaſts, 0 


Deterr'd by bloody horrors thence ! 


— py — — — 


0 


CHORUS FIRST. | 
What blood? What horror? Tell the worſt! 
CHORUS SECOND. 
Speak, ſpeak ! 
CHORUS THIRD, 


ch ſpeak, we're all ſuſpence ! 


BARD, 


Oſcar 1s ſafe ! He holds his way ! 
Tight are his ſhips, his warriors gay! 
They ſoon ſhall land ;—and yet too late; 
The ſons of Uſnoth too are well! 
The reſt, the reſt, oh urge me not to tell ! 


CHORUS. 
Oh! tell the worſt of Fate! 
BARD, 
Oh horror! murder! fight of woe! 


Nn b CHORUS, 
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CHORUS, 


Fell, oh tell us, all you know. js th 


To f 
BAN D. 


Look not now on Ullin's ſhore! 
Sce ye not the ſtreaming gore ? 
Erin's young nobles now no more 
Shall Erin's expectations raiſe 
Cormac and his youthful peers 
Sporting with their fathers ſpears 
Practiſe the feats of riper years! 
Their little boſoms feel the warrior's flame 
Their little boſoms feaſt on future fame 
But death's dark night the whole deſtroy: 


The! 


CHORUS, 


Death's dark night the whole deſtroys. N 


BAR D. 


Cairbar! Atha's gloomy Lord, 
Wherefore doſt thou draw the {word ! 1 
Murderer! Coward ! They are boys! V 


CHORDS 


CHORUS, 


there no hand to ſave? no ſword 
To ſtrike the murderers and prevent the blow ? 


BARD. 


There is no hand to ſave, or ſword! 
Ghoſts that glut in human gore, 
Grimly glooming, ſtalk before! 
Murder grins at every door ! 

Fly! They cannot fly! 

In heaps they fall !—they dic —they fall, 

Murder'd in Temora's hall! 


Frin's youthful nobles, all 
roy: Around poor Cormac lie! 
CHORUS. 
N Murder'd in Temora's hall 
Wich murder'd Cormac die? 
BARD. 


armac lives yet! The ſword is rais'd ! | 
What gallant youth art thou, 


* 
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That interceptſt the falling edge 
Oh moſt unworthy blow! 


Though generouſly, though nobly done, 
Thou giv'ſt thy king but ſhort relief. 
O heart-confounding grief! 

*Tis Colla's fon ! 


CHORUS, 


His only ſon? 


BARD. 


With his lov'd Prince he leaves the light 
He dies! his morning ſun is ſet in cndie 


night, 


CHORUS, 


Cormac and Colla's only ſon ! 
Alas! their days were ſcarce begun 


Deſ 

BARD. 0 

Con 

The murd'rous ſcene is done T 


C108 
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CHORUS, 


What wonder that afflicted ghoſts 

fly from theſe unhappy coalts ? 

What wonder that all nature mourn'd ? 
That harps ſpontaneous moan ; 

That diſtant hills felt and return'd 
Their dying groan! - 

A deed 1o horrible, ſo foul, was never told 

By modern Seer, or Bard of old! 


FINGAL. 


In ſweetly-ſoothing, melancholy ſtrains 
Sing, Oſſian, to their gentle ſpirits {ing ! 
Allay the anguiſh of their dying pains! 
Let them with joy to their new manſions 
{pring ! 


OSSIAN, 


Deſcend to greet them, friendly ſhades 
Of kindred gone before! 

Conduct them, wond'ring and afraid, 
The regions new t' explore! 
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Riſe, gentle, ſtranger ſpirits, riſe | 
Pain ye no more {hall know ; 

In leaving life's uncertain joys, 
Ye leave its certain woe ! | 


Ye cannot ſee, indeed, your names 
Among the great inroll'd; 

But thorny are the paths to fame ; 
And few are bleſs'd when old! 


Your fathers bleeding hearts, alas ! 
Which fondly once conceiv'd 


The hopes that you ſhould fill their place, 


Are of all hopes bereav'd ! 


But had they died, like you, when young, 


They now had ſoundly ſlept, 
They had not flouriſh'd in the ſong, 
Nor for their children wept ! 


CHORUS 


Spirits of Erin ! ceaſe to mourn ! 
Toa, late ye our afliſtance ſeek ! 
Home to your airy dwellings turn ; 


No more on Morven's mountains {ric 
| FINGA 


fly 
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FINGAL, 


Call in the wreftlers from the preen, 
The nimble hunters from the heath! 
Shall we in idle ſports be ſeen ? | 
No—Let us haſte t'avenge their death ! 


CHORUS, 


Spirits of Erin ſpeed the happy gales ! 


Strengthen each fav'ring current and each 


wave ! 
fly ſwiftly homeward on our ſwelling fails ! 
Haſte to avenge the dead, and the ſurvi- 
vors lave ! 


ACT 


T4 
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a £7 


Scr NR. A court within the gates of Corn . 
caſtle. 
CAIRBAR, Wh 
You whining bards, in your pedam 
rhimes, 1 
Will blazon this action with opprobra ne 
titles. 

Kail on, rail on — By this am I become Mine 
The ſole great Sovereign of this ſpacious il: 
When one attains what he with ardour wilt 
Should not his joy of ſatisfaction riſe 1 
In lively tranſports? I feel no ſuch thing 
But rather ſomething ever ſtinging me; 


For I have done what all will execrate. 


* 
43 
* 
1 
4 
4 
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Enter Althan. [ 
ALTHAN. ö 
urn, murderer ! hither turn, and end thy L 
rn =F | 
works! 
CAIRBAR, 4 


here are my guards? Why am I left alone! 


edant ALTHAN. 
| The guilty tremble when no danger's near; 
brood well mayſt thou, whom deeds inhuman 3 
mark 1 
© he common enemy of human kind. | 
us! 
will CAIRBAR, 


Thou art not worth my notice Live, old 


ing 
- bard, ' 
ana ing this ſcene that makes me king of þ 
; | Erin, 

ALTHAN, 


And art thou ſo depraved to boalt of it ? 
Lb O o It 


3 
1 
Y 


1 250 


It ſhall be ſung—But O what words can 
paint 

Its diſmal horrors? All our once great hope; 

Of riſing heroes murder'd with their king. 

Their ſhrieks and groans ſhook Erin's hardeſt 
rocks, 

Pierc'd the deep caverns of the ſolid earth, 

Th' abyſſes of th' unfathom'd ocean, rous'd 

The ſpirits of the long-departed dead; 

Moving all things but thy unnatural heart. 


CAIRBAR. 


Think'ſt thou I would be mov'd by chit. 
dren's ſcreams, 
When th' empire of all Erin was in view. 


Go, ſing Temora's crown to Alnecma's join'd, 
By mighty Cairbar, the firſt King of Erin. 


ALTHAN. 


Thou King of Erin !-——Rather may ti: 
waves, 
That round her confines beat, meet in the 
center, 
And leave no hill to tell where Erin ſtood. 
CAIRBAR 


g. 
rdeſt 


us d 


RBAP 
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CAIRBAR, 
Wilt thou compel me yet to murder thee ! 


ALTHAN, 


What is an old man's uſe- 


Les, ſtrike! 
lleſcs life, 
After the youthful lives by thee deſtroy d 
Tyrant of Erin ſhort while ſhalt thou be! 
Vengeance is near thee ! have heard thy 
doom! 
Their fathers ghoſts, who at their murder 
groan d, 
bear it with awful gladneſs through the ſky, 
And frown revengeful o'er thy deſtin'd head. 


CAIRBAR, 


My death canſt thou foreſee, and not thine 
own, | 
Which is much nearer thee ? 


CATHMOR, (entering.) 


Hold, Cairbar, hold! 
Oo2 Hold 


— — 


— —— — — — — — = * a ö 


a 


Hold! Too much murder thou to-day haft 
done : 
Though not ſo much as thou didſt meditat: 


CAIRBAR, () 


Welcome, my brother, from the dangerous 
held ? 


CATHMOR, 


i BY 
Dangerous indeed !—as thou hadſt plannd 1 
the fight. f 
CAIRB AR. 
I thought—Believe mel have been d- , 
| An 
cerv d | 
I was inform'd A ſtronger army twas— 
CATHMOR. ( 
7 p II. 
No more of that I would forget t be 
baſeneſs: 5 ; 
. ls * ja _ Cl 
But in too faſt ſucceſſion come thy crimes, 
And ſtill the laſt is the moſt infamous. = 
111 


What could provoke thee now to raile . 
{word 
Ore 


mud 
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Over this hoary head? this ſacred head, 

[In which are regiſter d the glorious feats 

Of antient chiefs, with thoſe who lately fell? 
And grateful ſongs are forming now to fire 
Our laſt deſcendants with our preſent fame! 


ALTHAN. 


But it were well for him that Fame were 
mute; 
That all records ſhould with his being ceaſe, 
And with his carcaſe all remembrance rot. 


You ſee, my brother, how I am contemn'd! 
And am I brought ſo low to ſuffer this? 
CATHMOR. 


Contempt will ever be the lot of vice, 
However high in ſtation ! If thou fear'ſt 


Ihe free reproach of independent Bards, 


Deferve it not, —Thou murder'ſt Cathmor's 
tame ! 

hen laid in earth, they'll fay, © He fought 
for Cairbar !” 


No 


we * = 'S 
— om. a — — — 


- i — - 
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No ſong ſhall riſe, no tear fall o'er his tony, 


Ane 

: CAIRBAR. Talt 

How beautiful, my brother, are thy vir My 

tues ! Wh 

How foul my vices, when compar'd with And 

them ? And 

But now, poſſeſs'd of all ambition wiſh'd, 2 

(Since Erin all from ſea to ſea is mine,) Eve: 

I will from henceforth ſtrive to imitate = 
] 


Thy worth, and riſe by virtuous deeds to fam, 


CATHMOR. 


I've little faith in this Nathos advance: 
With all his army! Shall we wait him here 
Or faliying out attack him on the plain 


CAIRBAR, 


Here we will ſtay to night: The caſtle: 
ſtrong. | 

See if the gates be ſhut, and guards prepared 

[ Exeunt Cathmor, Althai 


CAIRBAR ( alone, ) 


In ſpite of me, his virtnes I approve, - Alu 


1 


I ind whilſt with him in my reſolves amend 
[almoſt am ſincere. But when he's gone 
yy own more profitable views return. 
ren will thy fooliſh virtues bring a crown? 
ih And yet they might! He is belov'd by all! 


And Jam hated!— He has ſeen my aim! 

1 How has it fail'd! It was, it ſeems, too groſs 

en to deceive his unſuſpecting ſoul !— 

He's dangerous? No peace I'll ever find, 

Til 1 am ſooth'd with Cathmor's funeral 
ſong ! 


amt. 


ces Enter Cathmor. 
cre 
CATHMOR. 


Old Colla with his daughter is withoat : 
le begs permiſſion to convey the bodies 
Ut his own ſon, his king, and other nobles. 
ich decent obſequies to humble tombs. 


ile's 


Wed, 


thank CAIRBAR, 


Darthula too? Yes, Cathmor, bring them 
in: 
ure them of my real penitence ; 
Of 
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Of lenient entertainment while they're here, 
And liberty at pleaſure to depart. 


CATHMOR, 


And may ] truſt you are ſincere in this: 


CAI RBAR., 


Sincere, my brother, as I mean t' amend. 
Exit Cathmur, 


CAIRBAR ( alone.) 


Good fortune pours on me! Darthula here, Walt 
Where I am ſovereign? No! I'll uſe no force! Mid 
She muſt defire to be ſo great a queen; Did 
And that may pleaſe th' ambitious father too! 
They muſt not ſee me in this bloody trim 


In ſmootheſt language I'll entreat _ V 
Alf. 


Enter Colla, Darthula, Althan, 


COLL A. " 
Why did ye not, ye ſacred towers of Cor un 


mac, 
Fall 


ere, 


Mor. 


Cor- 


* 1 
Fal 
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null on the murderer's heads? Were ye awake 
irenging ſpirits? You who tempeſts raiſe, 
and dart red thunder! ah! had ye no pow'r 
[o tear his limbs, and hurl his curſed foul 
mo the darkeſt dungeon of deſpair? 


ALTHAN . 


Why enters Colla theſe unhappy gates! 


COLLA, 


Athan ! How did the villain pity thee? 
Did he not pity Fruthil too and Cormac? 
Did he relent ? and are they yet in life? 


ALTHAN. 


Why came you hither ? Your own life's in 
danger. 


COLL A, 


My life !—O tis too long! For what great 
crimes 
un I reſerv'd the laſt of all my race? 
as it in light? Had they the ſhapes of men 
P p That 
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Arc 
That kill'd ſuch innocents ?!——Didſt Hv. 
behold it? Wu 

And did thine eyes not from their ſocks 
leap? Tha 

Ah! how could'it thou fupport a fight 1 

© 5 
mocking! ut 
ALTHAN, 


Two of his ruſſians held me in the chan 
ber, Lone 
A forc'd ſpectator of the baſeſt murder jet 
That c'er diſgrac'd the chronicles of men, 


coLLA. 
Deſcribe it black in all its ſhocking hut 
rors ! 
And let my ſoul's high indignation {well, 
Till theſe old heart-ſtrings with the pa T 
break! 


ALTHAN . 


This villain, who did never any act 
But by ſome ſordid ſtratagem, in haſte, 
As if purſu'd, with all his army fought 
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Arefuge for the vanquiſli'd troops of Nathos. 

We let him in, tho' loud the ravens croak'd, 

And howling dogs beheld the trembling 
ghoſts, 


t the 


locke 
That came with ſhrieks to warn us of the 
ght! woe. 


But ſee he comes. 


DARTHULA. 


chan Where ſhall I fly from him 
tonduct me, Althan, where the hapleſs boys 
let ghaltly in their wounds all bloody he. 


en. 
ALTHAN . 
| Ah, Lady, tis a ſight of frightful horror! 
589 
i DARTHULA. 
City : 
aug 'Tis not ſo frightful as the ſight of Cairbar. 


[ Exeunt Darthula and Althan. 


Pp 2 Colla 


= Y 


( 300 ) 


Colla and Cairbar. 


COLLA. 


Come Cairbar ! Murderer come! Here i: 
breaſt 


g ̃ | | 
Will thank the friendly arm that pierces it " 
| 7 
CAIKBAR. 
| Iv 
Y Nothing has Colla t' apprehend from me' Ml 11; 
2 Nothing but good mean I to thee and thine 
I've long eſteem'd thy merit, long deſir d 
To be inroll'd among the happy number 
b 4 
Of Colla's friends. 0 
a | 90 
COLLA. : 
| Va 
What ? Comes the carion-crov Wl Bu 
In blood of the devoured lamb beiineard, No 
With thow of iriendihip, to decoy the dams 
Ha 


CAIRBAR, 


Here I am King, and can command ti 


death ! \ 
; coll! 


3 It 


me! 
hine 
d 


” 


Cros 


LILA 


COLLA, 


That here thou'rt King is worſe to me than 
death! 


CAIRBAR. 


wiſh'd to be a King for Colla's ſake! 
That he might ſhare with me the ſovereign 
powr. 
[ wiſh'd for empire, that I might appear 
More worthy of the love of fair Darthula. 


COLL A, 


Moſt likely means to win a virgin s love !-— 

bo, warm in Fruthil's blood, and woe his 
ſiſter! 

Vaunt of thy valour, that could, unprovok d, 

Butcher defenceleſs infants! Shew the ſpoils 

Koln from Temora's ſtores, and tell her, 
theſe 

Have made thee worthy of Darthula's love! 


CAIRBAR, 


Was thy ſon there?—Oh my unlucky arm! 
Forgive 


—_— 
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Forgive me, Colla! No! I knew him not. 
In that occaſion which ambition found 
To attain that empire I ſo ardent wiſh'd. 


Sor. 


Ambition! Wretch ! It was thy avarice, 
The lucre, not the glory of a crown, 
Tempted thy little ſoul to ſuch a crime 
Ambition never kept ſo foul a ſeat 
As thy baſe heart, 


CAIRBAR, 


No matter what it was. 


You and your daughter both are in my pow! 
Do you content that the ſhall be my Queen! 


COLLA. 


No! 


Cairbar's. 


CAIRBAR. 


What! Would nor Cairbar's blood en nch: 
Cdlla's! 


My fathers long have fill'd Alnecma's throns, 
And 


Colla's blood ſhall never mix wit! 


L. 


Ar 


Ot. 


ce, 


L908] 


And made your monarchs of the north to 
tremble, 


COLLA, 


I knew thy father well !—Fierce Borbur- 

duthil, 

Like thee, delighted in the bloody field, 

When feeble foes with little danger fell. 

But he had pride, and never would have 
ſtoop'd | 

To ſuch degrading deeds of infamy. 

If Cairbar's brood degenerate as much, 


They'll toon depopulate the living world. 


CAIRBAR, 


Guards ! Take this ill-tongu'd traitor 
from my fight; 
And let him in ſome vault unheeded rail. 


coLL A, {drawing his fevord.) 


I've ſeen the day !——But twenty years 


ago, 
All theſe bad fled like herds of timorous deer. 


Revenge, 


» 
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Revenge, give vigour ! 


[ Attacking Cairbar, and is unarns;/ 


Curſe my feeble limbs 
Had theſe obey'd the impulſe of my ſoul, 


His hated blood had now fmoak'd on th: 


pavement ; 
And peſtilence, ſprung from the filthy ſteams 


Had waſted half the world. Slaves! take mi 


hence ! 
[ Exit guarded 


CAIRBAR, (alone.) 


Enlarg'd dominion, wealth, and pow'r in. 
creas'd, 
find have only brought me more contempt 
"Tis true, I am a villain, and deſerve not 
Real reſpect: But ſuch have found it {ha 
dowed 
In th' adulation of mens hopes and fears — 
I know this makes me not more amiable 
In female eyes. But there are many, 
Who, for diſſembled homage, fore d reſpect, 
And all th external pageantry of ſtate, _ 
Would ſhare with me theſe inward pangs el 
conſcience. | 
Darthul 


1 the 


Cams 


Do! intend. 


lend 


flow 


( 
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Enter Darthula. 


DARTHULA. 


CAIRBAR, 


No violence to Colla or to thee 

The old man was incens'd, 
but ſecur'd him by a ſhort confinement, 
Until his dangerous frenzy ſhall ſibſide. 

But how ſhall I with love accoſt Darthula, 
Whom I have injur'd thus? Oh, blinded eyes! 
ould ye not in her brother's features ſee 
ome ſweet reſemblance of Darthula's charms! 


Dirthrla may be one of thoſe ! I'll try it !— 
Oh! the deſerves the greateſt monarch's love! 


My father bound ! Thou murderer of my 
brother! 
Thou wilt not kill my aged father too! 


Charms, that through night's obſcurity might 


Meridian luſtre !—Ah could Cairbar's tears 
Necal him back to life! Theſe tears ſhould 


Till 


— — — — — * 


63% 
Till Cairbar waſted in the bitter flood 


DARTHULA, 


This grief fictitious, theſe diſſembled tears, 
Theſe ſighs conſtrain'd, and this pretended 


fawning, 


Can ne'er impoſe on me; for through them 


all 
I ſee thy little ſoul ſtill-brooding o'er 
Its wonted murders, rapinc, and deceit, 


CAIRBAR, 


* 


Miſtaken, cruel fair one! Could'ſt thou fee 
My foul aright, thou'd'ſt ſce it all contrition; 


All chang'd to pity, ſoſten'd and prepar'd 
To be new modell'd by Darthula's will ! 


For day and night l've conſtant figh'd for thee, 
dince firſt I ſaw thee! O the ſweet remem— 


brance ! 

"Twas when Alnecma once with Ullin met 
In peaceful ſports, to try their heroes ftrengti. 
'The plain was circled by a ring of beauty, 
Like that which oft arrays the ſhowery ſphere: 
Thou, like the ſun gav'ſt luſtre to the whole; 
In youthful charms bright as the morning , 

| Wes 


LOV. 


1 
Wor 


% 


When firſt he ſmiles upon the ſettled lake 
Then firſt the riſing fiſhes leap for joy, 

Ind birds on bordering buſhes ſweetly ſing. 
n thee engaging champions caſt their eyes, 
ind felt new vigour from th' inſpiring view, 
heir looks on thee the bards tranſported fix d; 
ud when they ſhould have ſung the conque- 
ror's praile, 

ſheir erring tongues pronounc'd Selama's 
maid, : 


tears, 
ended 


Love's flames ſince that time in my boſom 
burn'd. 


be the Queen of Erin and of Cairbar! 


DARTHULA, 


ther Sooner I'd leap into the angry mouths 


bears or wolves. I'd ſooner meet grim 


death 


mem 


net WW" the moſt dreadful form e'er terror fancy'd. 
zo 

Ys CAIRBAR, 

wer 

101: | like no bear or wolf purſue to tear thee! 

oe thee gently to thy happineſs, 

Wes | 


Qq 2 DAR- 


( 308 ) 


DARTHULA. 


Like bear or wolf — Like Cairbar — Il. 
is worſe. 
They ſpare the young of their peculiar kind; 
But he's a monſter of ſome new fierce kind 
Which nature knows not yet, and has n 
nam'd, 


CAIRBAR, 


Bluſhing, I own have too long been fuc 
Chang'd by my love, l'm now all gentlene 
My melting heart expands itſelf to thee, 
And would incloſe thee in its inmoſt fold; 


As the ſun's warmth firſt forms the fwelly Te 
buds, 

Then makes the fragrant bloſſoms of ot 
ſpring, r ma 


1 
* . 1 
With heat accumulated, grow to fruit; My 


So {hall my love 


DARTHULA. 


Peace, vile diſſembler! Pe: 
The fierceſt tempeſt of the frozen North 


* 
wr 
4% 


Ne'er made ſuch havoc on the blooming {p! 
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\; thou haſt done on Erin's richeſt bloſſoms, 
ler me, departed ſpirits of my brothers! 
"Th t confent to love your murderer, 
hat inſtant ſend me ſome more torturing 
death, 
han mortals know; and when my body's 
cold, 
eſpiſe my ſpirit; ſpurn it far from you, 
o howl with the oppreſſors of mankind, 
ho on each other in grim Torture's cave 
ractiſe the dreadful parts they play'd in life! 


LINN 
Ind. 


8 I 


, C AIRBAR. 


We Let, yet relent! Think what is in my 
pow'r! 

o make thee Queen of this extenſive iſle, 

r make thee priſoner, and take by force 

Why this intruſion ? 


Enter Cathmor, 


Pex CATHMOR. 


Wherefore am I made 
Wi . . 
ie ameful inſtrument of your deceit ? 


You 


— 
- 
— 
* 
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You made me now aſſure them, ere they «©». 
tered, | | 

Of gentle treatment while they tarried here 

And liberty at pleaſure to depart. 

Yet Colla you have made a priſoner ; 

And in the lady's face I read dittreſs ! 


Ameo 
[bat 
lo a 


CAIRBAR. 


1 am thy King. 
Th 
CATHMOR. 


Thou art my brother toe, ad! 


But make me not forget that double bond, 


CAIRBAR. 


His boldneſs awes me. (de.) 
beſt of friends, 
No more ſhall Cairbar's conduct givethee pain. 
Go, ſet old Colla free. This ſcornful fat, 
Safe in the ſtrength of her all- pow r ful charms, 
Needs nothing fear. In ſofteſt terms of love, 
| wood her to be Erin's Queen and mine. 


No mv 


Tre 


Jr ſw 
Thy 
ent } 


CATHMOR, 


Nathos has ſent a party, who demand 
The 


„ 


ſhe bodies of th' unhappy youths, to lay 
Among their fathers, with th' accuſtom'd 
rites, 
% What done, he'll meet thee on th' adjacent 
plain. 
lo avenge; he ſays, their deaths, or ſhare 
their tates. 


CAIRBAR, 


The bodies let him have. Their fates he'll 
mare. 
„ ad fo I'1] tell him. Cathmor, follow me. 
d. Exeunt Cairbar and Cathmor, 


DARTUHULA, (alone.) 


Tremendous Pow'rs! who fierce in hurri- 
canes, 

* N Sis : * 7 a {} k * 

r twifter thunders, dart th avenging ſtroke! 

. * - 

ly is the foreſt, or th' unfeeling rock 

ent in your idle wrath, while Cairbar lives? 


Enter 


1 


The 


——— 


ES 


Vi 
Enter Colla. 4 
Yi 
COLL Oo 
Break! break? Wilt thou not break, » 
{ſtubborn heart? 
DARTHU LA. 
What means my father ? 
10 
COL LA. 
In 
Wherefore have Illis d Ar 


Wherefore, O wherefore, have I liv'd to i: 
The laſt of all my ſons borne to his grave: 


DARTHULA, 


Ah 


Are they gone? 


COLL As 


Now they are carrying Ou. 
My King! My ſon! How ghaſtly in de 
wounds! 


And of brave youths untimely ſlain, bets E 
11 


Lviv 


„ 


re than enough to break the hardeſt heart, 


Although no ſon of mine, or King, were 
there : 
Yet mine breaks not. 


DARTHULA, 


Let us go hence, my father, 


COLLA. 


Yes; we will follow the ſad ſpectacle. 
aud leave this diſmal, now deteſted place. 
Once happy ſeat of royal dignity, 
\rt thou become the nauſeous den of mur- 
der? 
Going, they are ſlopt by a gnard, 


GUARD, 


am commanded to detain you here. 


DARTHULA, 


Tis as I fear'd ! 


He will not let us go, 


COLLA, 


He by our danger will reſtrain the rage 


Rr Ot 


6314) 


Of ſuch as would revenge the death of Cor. 
mac, | 


DARTHULA, 


O, my father! great ou: 


Our danger! 
danger. 


Enter Cairbar, 


COLLA. 
Tyrant! What is thy bloody purpoic nov 
CAIRBAR. 


Much I repent me of the blood I've the, 

But hope to be compell'd to ſhed no more. 
If Colla, yet rejoicing long in life, 
Would ſee his daughter Erin's happy Queer- 
If thou would'ſt ſmile in thy departing hour 
To think that Princes {hall deſcend of ther; 
Solicit her t' accept my offer'd love. 


COLLA. 


Behold a father on his bended knee, 
To entreat his daughter, 


F Cor. 
DARTHULA. 


What can my father mean? 


COLLA. 


By thy departed mother's ſhade, whoſe 
charms 
Now ſeem renew'd in thee! By thoſe dear 
ſhades, 
That yet are hovering o'r their bleeding 
limbs, 
New borne to burial! I conjure thee 


What? 


COLLA. 


Deſpiſe the murderer !—Scorn all ſhame- 
tul greatneſs ! 


DARTHULA, 


Thou know'ſt me not, if thou haſt any 
fears, 


R r 2 coLLA. 


(1 


COLLA. 


I fear not that his greatneſs, or his love, 
Diſplay'd with all his art, ſhall ever find 
A traitor weakneſs in my daughter's heort, 
But ſhould he with his wonted rigour tire 
This hoary head; refuſe, and let me die 


CAIRBAR., No 


Then die thou muſt. Ha! Can I ber 
fus'd 
Where all is in my powr d 


DARTHULA, 


My life's in mine — 

My father riſe !—Why didſt thou Knee! | But 
pray 

To her thou may'ſt command? 


COLLA. 


I've more to ber 
Should he compel thee to his hated bed, 
Let never ſleep or {lumber ſhut thine eye, 


Till, in ſome heedleſs hour, thou make his. 
Akt 


CY 
CD 
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ttone for murder'd Fruthil's, and thy King's. 


cAIRBAR, (putting his hand to his ſword. } 


Ha !—Suffer this! Old traitor, doſt thou 


hatch 

Thy dangerous treaſons in a Sovereign's hear- 
ing ? 

No !—I'1] be merciful ! Go: Take him 
hence! 


And in ſome ſtrong apartment ſhut him up, 


COLLAs 


Tear me, thou tyrant! tear me limb from 
limb: 


but from my dear, dear daughter drag me 
not. 


He is forced out. 


DARTHULA. 


Let me be laid with him in ſome dark 
vault; 


1 e 
And let us dlie together far from thee, 


CAIR=® 
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CAIRBAR, 


No !—This apartment, Lady, is thine ow 

Or, when thou pleaſeſt, walk through all thi 
cOurt. 

Hear this you guards Still keep withi 

her ſight. 


Enter Althan. 


ALTHAN, 


Wilt thou confine the Lady ? 


CAIRBAR, 
Worthy bard, 
Stay thou with her. If by thy ſoftening a! 
Ot muſic, thou canſt ſoothe her cruel hear: 
Thou ſhalt be farſt of all the bards of Erin 


force 


ALTHAN . 


Not from the favour of a tyrant come: 
\ j ; | 
| ; The bard's pre-eminence. The tuneful pow! II 
ö Diſtinguiſh them. Men yet unborn may gl 
* N 
W 


* " 


319 


ich Althan's ſong: But none ſhall ever ſay, 
He flatter'd vice, tho' crown'd with bound- 
leſs pow'r. 


CAIRBAR. 


Then ſtarve on airy fame, —thou whining 
fool ! 
u manlier ſounds thus Cairbar ſings his love: 


| cive thee yet an hour to think of it. 
If then thou ſtill refuſe to be my Queen, 

[hy father, that old ſtubborn fool ſhall die. 
[|] cut his gray head from his ſtooping ſhoul- f 
ders. | 
ind when thou haſt beheld the dreadful | 
{cene, | 
Force ſhall procure what is deny'd to love. 

| Exit, 


Darthula, Althan, Guards. 


DARTHULA, 


Thou monſter ! Force —0O had he threat- 
ned death, 


— — 


41 


I could have ſmil'd at the uplifted ſword, 
Receiv'd its fall without a dying groan, 
And gone a joyful ghoſt to meet my b. 


thers. 
Within an hour! Theſe guards, theſe guard 
oppolc, 


ALTHAN. 


Aye, they prevent it: Elſe I could t 
lead 
Without his power. be 


DARTHULA; 0 


O tell me, Althan, how, 
To leap from th' higheſt of this caltle's wa. 
Into its deepeſt ditch, and fink in mud, 
Compos'd of filth and putrid carcaſes, 
Were far leſs horrible than ſtaying here, 


ALTH A N, 
Some lucky moment we perhaps may it 
When they ſhall in their vigilance rela- 
a DARTHU LA. 


And is it but perhaps? — Our time runs 


II. 


1 


ern perpetrators of his cruelties, 

Whoſe {words are reeking yet with childrens 
blood ! 

o murder me would ſhow ſome pity in you. 

any more humane. But Cathmore comes, 

athmor is merciful! He'll give me death! 


Enter Cathmor. 


ves Cathmor bear his brothers harſh com- 
mands, 
0 appravate my ſorrows ? 


CATHMOR. 


No, Darthula! 


[ympathize with thee in all thy ſorrows, 

Ind hate, like thee, my brother's ſhameful 
deeds. 

tore you entered theſe unhappy gates, 

le made me pledge my honour for your 
ſafety. 

ugh he meant to deceive, I was ſincere; 

nd ſtill lock on myſelf as bound to exert 


power to fruſtrate his baſe ſtratagems. 
88 DAR- 


* 
(| 
11 


DARTHULA. 


Vile and contemptible mankind would be 
Were all like Cairbar ! But the few like Cath 
mor 
Still make us of our general nature proud. 
Moſt generous friend of men! thy chick! 
Joy 


Is ſtill in actions of benevolence, { 
Relieving the diſtreſs'd of every kind! 
Greater diſtreſs ne'er ſtood before thee, Cath 
| mor ! 
Than now thou ſeeſt. One hour, and th j 
runs on, By 
'Twixt threatned force and murder !—Sarc 
O ſave me! 
CATHMOR, 
T 
Point out ſome way. By force I can 
now: 
And with his nature ſupplication's vain. 
DARTHULA. If 


No ſupplication can have weight with bi 
i 


"anno 


. 


1 him: 
1 


1 


lle knows no love, no pity, no remorſe, 
None of th' affections that the virtuous feel. 
for hatred, envy, malice, and revenge, 
Wich falſehood, avarice, and cruelty, 

Are all th' ingredients of his dark' ned foul. 


CATHMOR. 


Canſt thou, O reverend bard, deviſe no 
means? 


ALTHAN. 


know a paſſage, and tis known to few, 
By which, but for theſe guards, we might 
elcape. | 


DARTHULA. 


Their orders are, ne'er to loſe fight of us. 
And could I leave my poor old father here? 


ALTHAN. 


If there's a meſſenger that you could truſt, 

This way he might bring Nathos in with 
force, 

That 


Ss 2 


„ 


That by ſurprize could drive out Cairhy 
troops. 


CATIMOR, 


I've no ſuch meſſenger ! No friend of m 
Whom I could truſt, has entred yet tl 
walls, 
{mportant is the truſt! 


DARTHULA. 


Our time is ſhort 


CATHMOR, 


But this attempt were to betray my br. 
ther, 


Elſe would I be this meſſenger myſelf. 


DARTHULA, 


Does ſuch a brother merit Cathmor s [on 
Then love thy brother, and prevent | 
{hame ! 
And O remember, that our little hour 
Is almoſt half expir'd ! 


„ „ %# 


© 


airban 
CATI MOR. 
There is no way 
ſo fave you, but by bringing Nathos in: 
rad his reſentment would not ſpare my bro- 


DARTHULA, 
Yes! he will ſpare him for brave Cath- 
mor's 1ake. 
WK ke theſe conditions with him farſt, 
CATUHMOR, 
I will. 
ny Vere is this paſſage ? Under ground, I hope, 
: ALTHAN. 


In yonder vault, whoſe entrance fronts us 
here, 

gu near the middle of the floor will find 

Lung. That pulls a trap door up. Go down. 

te way is ſmooth and eaſy. Four in rank, 

r arching upright, may carry all their 

arms. 


1 D AR= 
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DARTHULA. 


O generous Cathmor, fly with ſwilte 


ſpeed, 


Left Cairbar come, and blaſt our new. ſprung 


hopes: 

As froſt the forward bud which comes t 
early, 

Wich the deceitful warmth of winter ſuns. 


CATHMOR. 


It Cairbar come, ſeem to conſent to lor 
him ; 
Or make excuſes for ſome ſhort delay. 


— 
> Wo 

® - 
” — 


DAKTHULA, 


Seem to conſent— l 'm yet untaught t 


ſeem. 
My looks with falſehood never will accord. 
Ny tongue, as yet unpractis'd in deceit, 
Will, fault'ring, all the blameleſs fraud bo 
tray. 
By fair reſiſtance may I not evade him, 


T; 


902 


Till Nathos come ? 


ALTHAN. 


Then will he kill thy father. 


DARTHULA, 


O had I never been, or dy'd a child, 
My father thou hadſt liv'd in ſafety now! 
In half an hour! Muſt I be forc'd to fee 
My venerable father dragg'd to death ? 
He threat'ned worſe ! Diſtraction! Never, 


never! 
With my own hand T'1l liberate my foul! 


ALTHAN, 


Hope ſtill the beſt! Cathmor is ſwift of 
foot. 

Hell run with ſpeed, and Nathos will re- 
turn 

gon love's ſwifteſt wings to ſave Darthula. 


DAR 


„KKK 


DARTHULA, 


Zoon he may come too late 


ALTHAN, 


O'ercome your fears, 
And go within; leſt in your anxious looks 
5 3 


Theſe prying guards find matter of fufp: 


(ion. 


. Fenn 
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END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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| SCENE, A burying place near Nathos' army. 
oks 

{uſp! 
NATHOS, OFFICERS, BARDS, MUSICIANS, 


| T 
neun 


I. 


F AREWELL! Alas! a long farewell, 
Too tender tenants of a tomb! 
dy murder's ſtern commands ye fell; 
Fell ere your lives had reach d their bloom. 
How ſavage he who ſo commands! 
And cruel, cruel they, 
Whoſe harden'd hearts allow their hands, 
Such ſtern commands to obey ! 
Now, lifeleſs, breathleſs, cold, 
Laid low beneath the mold, 
In the damp ground, 


Ye ſleep profound: 
Tr While 
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While buſy life is buſtling round, 
And fears and fell remorſe the murderer; 
wound, 
Here your fair limbs muſt now decay, 
And all remembrance of you fade away. 


II. 


Yet many long, with heart - ſprung tears, 
Unhappy Cormac's fate ſhall mourn, 
And long lament the little Peers 
That were about, his reign t' adorn. 
Your mournful fathers long for you 
Shall heave the ſecret ſigh; 
And long your mother's tears bedew 
The pillows where they le. 
Oft hither ſhall repair 
The little virgins fair, 
Their griefs to ſhew, 
And round you ſtrew 
The ſweeteſt flowers their fancies know, 
While down their lovely cheeks the bitter tor: 
rents flow ; 
And every little boſom heaves, 
To ſee their brothers, or young lovers grave: 


III. But 


E 


III. 


rer: 


but raiſe, bleſt ſouls, your ſpiritual eyes! 
Bchold the wonders of the ſkies ! 
The ſpirits of your grandſires old, 
Although we cannot, ye behold ! 
Thoſe ſpirits kind, that wont erewhile, 
On all your little plays to ſmile ; 
That lately at your murder frown'd, 
That groan'd and wept at ev'ry wound: 
Allembled by your ſing'lar fate, 
Now all in ſmiles around you wait. 
They wait, till they have heard our ſong, 
To lead your tim'rous ſouls along. 
To teach you on new wings to fly 
Through the new pleaſures of the ſky. 
Faint is their voice! It ſounds too low 
For a groſs mortal car; 
But ſp'ritual language now ye know ; 
Now ye theſe friendly greetings hear : 


IV. 


Welcome ev'ry gentle ſhade, 
Welcome here to better life 
Tt 2 e 
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* Ye leave the world; but are ye therefor: 
* ſad? 6 
© Ye leave much anguiſh, terror, envy, ſtrife 'M But 
* Fear no more the murderer's blow ! 
“ SOITOWS ye no more ſhall know. 
* On generous ſouls we ever ſmile, 
* And lead them to ſublimeſt joys ; 
© But ſordid minds, whom cruel deeds defile, 
* We all contend to humble and deſpiſe. 


« 


* Behc 


; If ye bring with you inward peace; 4 * 
i | « Everlaſting is your bliſs! | Swift 
| In youth's moſt pleaſant playful days, « 0 
With health and vigour ye arrive; *Thoſ 
* To health more certain, to more pleaſan 
cc plays, : | te D' 
* And never-ending youth ye now revive! « 
* Riſe, happy ſpirits ! cheartul riſe, Wont 
To moſt ſublime etherial joys ! 
Or tl 
V. 
; . | "On t 
* Does Cormac all his courtiers bring, 
«© His life's companions in his train? 


N All n. 
„ Moſt happy courtiers! happy King 2 


* Begin, begin your happy reign: 
6c N 


( 


No wrangling jealous fear, 
No envying even of fav'rites here! 
But ev Ty mind ſerene, and ev'ry conſcience 

” clear 

VI. 
* Behold the joys ſublime of light ! 
* Behold theſe cloud-form'd ſteeds, with 
* wings of wind ; 
„With all the rainbow's colours bright! 
Swift as the quick emotions of the mind! 
* Our thoughts at once riſe to the moon! 
'Thoſe little airy ſteeds can thither fly as 
* {oon |! 

D' ye chooſe the chace? or mimic war? 
On theſe you'll bound from ſtar to tar ! 
Would ye ſee whence ſprings the foremoſtray 
'* Of morning light? 
r the dark cave where reſts by day, 
* The gloomy night? 
On theſe o'er earth, o'er ſeas, o'er ether 
* ſoar, 
All nature's wondrous myſteries at once ex- 
* plore ! 


VII.“ But 
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VII. 


But if it more ſhall pleaſe 
To viſit earth below; 
* Your mo6urnful parents hearts to caſc 
* Of waſting woe: 
* Gently, gently on their ſlumbers ſteal ; 
** Diſturb them not with ſudden ſcreams: 
But in ſoftly-ſoothing dreams, 
*'Their bleeding forrows heal, 


VIII. 


* If ye ſometimes wiſh in your wrath 
Due vengeance for your wrongs to find 
* W:ſh not for the curs'd murderer's death; 
gut view his tortur'd mind! 
See, for ye now can fee it plain, 
* What phantoms rack the guilty brain! 
short ſleeps !—dire dreams IIe ſtarts, 
* wakes ! 
He at imagin'd horror ſhakes ! 
Remorſe and never-ceaſing fear 
* Engender {till freſh pois'nous ſnakes, 
* His conſcious breaſt to tear 


Cathy 


(1 


By tortur'd mortals pangs ſevere are felt 
ut there's no torture like the ſting of guilt,” 


Enter Cathmor haſlily, 


CATHMOR, 


Th importance of my meſſage will excuſe 
me, 
for interrupting thus your pious rites ! 
)Nathos, hear !—Meantime cauſe light ſome 
torches, 


Cathmor and Nathos walk aſide, while the 
Chorus goes off ſinging.) 


CHORUS. 


„ forever! ever —0 farewell! 
Forever, deareſt youths, adieu! 
Yet future bards your fates may tell, 
And future mourners weep for you ! 


Forever, O adieu! 1 
[ Exeunt Chorus. 


Manent 
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NManent Cat bmor, Nat bot, Officer:, 


CATHMOR, 


I know he will not fight thee, *Tis agte: 
That he ſhall go in ſafety with his troops, 


NATHOS, 


Not one ſhall fall, if they make no reſi! 


ance, 3 
O my Darthula! what thou ſuffer'ſt now! 
My Caledonians only follow me. 


Four men in rank. One torch mult go befor 


Diſpoſe the reſt ſo as t' enlight the whole! 
Exit with Cathmor ſoldiers bearing torch? 


Remain ſome Erinian officers. 


FIRST OFFICER. 
His Caledonians ! So! *Tis manifeſt 


We are not truſted by our foreign chief 


SECOND OFFICER, 


A ſmooth-fac'd boy to lead ſuch vete!s 


warriors. [ Exeut 
At 


Us 


Laſt 


And 
Were 
Two 
We { 
And 
lam 
Who 


C2397 -) 


1 
Scene within the Caſile, as before, 


Cairbar meeting an Ofſicer, 


OFFICER, 


mon we cannot find. 


CAIRBAR, 


Search all the apartments. 

Laſt night he watch'd ; was much fatigu'd to- 
day, 
And now perhaps he is retir'd to reſt. 
Were Jaſſur'd that he would ne'er be found, 
Twould give me little ſorrow. But I fear 
We ſoon ſhall find him with our enemy, 
And thither all our force will follow him — 
lam no king while this ſmooth Cathmor lives! 
Who ſaw my brother laſt ? 
Uu OFFICER 
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OFFICER ON GUARD. 


I ſaw him lately 

; Converſing with the mourning lady here. 

"Twas when you left her. Both appear'd dit 
turb'd, 

She with her fzars, and he with ſym pathy, 

Their conference was ſhort ; but it leem'd 
earneſt, 

I ſtood too far remote to hear their words, 


CAIRBAR, 


What! is Darthula gone along wich him 


OFFICER, 


As you commanded, we kept fight of he. 
Nor has ſhe yet from this apartment ſtirr'd. 


CAIRBAR, 


And if ſhe be not there, woe to thy life 
Ul inſtantly be ſatisfy'd of this. 
Opening the door. 


DAF- 


Tf - 


DARTHULA, (ruſhing out in fear.) 


What would'it thou now? The time is not 
expir'd, 


CAIRBAR, (after a pauſe.) 


. Be all the guards,—be ev'ry ſentinel 
is inſtant chang'd ; the gates keep ſtrongly 
| ſhut, 
g. )n no pretence let any paſs by them. 
There's treaſon hatching —hBut I'll ſearch it 
out, 


| Exit, 
Darthula, Althan, 


DARTHULA. 


4 Conſcious of what his horrid deeds deſerve, 
le fees th avenging ſword in ev'ry ſhadow. 
hut, anxious in ſuſpicion, he will ſearch. 

the diſcover it, — where are our hopes? 


ALTHAN, 


1097. 


By all thy hopes and fears I muſt entreat 
thee, 


Uu 2 To 


(340) 


To ſtrive ſuch apprehenſions to ſuppreſs, 
For, be aſſur'd, his art will work on theſe, 
And, feigning information, make thee ſpea 


In terror, what thy prudence would concea Is 
DARTHULA, * 
He comes! The monſter ! Does 
prof 
ALTHAN. AK 

Labour to diſſemble 

Thy ſtrong averſion, O pretend compi 
ance, t 
And 

Enter Cairbar. 
am 
CAIRBAR, (to Himſelſ.) ler 
"Tis certain Cathmor's notwithintheſe wall . 
As certain tis he paſs'd not by the gate. 

It follows then, he found ſome ſecret way, Theſ; 

Which none but Althan could direct him t 
ALTHAN. bar 
lVe ( 

Is Cathmor gone! Would we were gon 
with him ! Were 


i 


1 


His cruelty is now without reſtraint. 


CAIRBAR. 


Is this thy way, thou virtuous ſeeming 
bard ! 
Thou hoary hypocrite ! Is this thy way ? 
Does it conform with that philoſophy 
frofeſs'd by thee, to injure and betray 
A King who gave thee life and liberty 


ALTHAN, 


| thank not thee, but Cathmor for my life. 
And where's the liberty thou boaſt'ſt of grv- 
ing? 
\m I not ſtill thy priſoner confin'd ? 
hen was it in my pow'r to injure thee? 
Nor were it treaſon |! When did I profeſs 
To be thy friend ? Yet I've befriended 


thee. 
Theſe guards can vouch it; ſince you left us 
ah here, 


have not from Darthula's preſcnce ſtirr'd. 


Ive counſel'd her, that the moſt prudent 
ſtep 


Vere to be more compliable to thee, 
CAIR- 


308 
er 
CAIRBAR, 4 
Thee and thy counſels I confide not in let! 
Vain are thoſe arts: For I. am well inform; 
Of all your plots. I know my brother's gone na 
To bring in Nathos by a ſecret pallage! ord 
nd 
ALTHAN. 
20 
Not long ago I ſaw brave Cathmor here, id | 
CATRBARK, 
And then it was your treaſons were conf 71, 
triv'd, 
ind w 
ALTHAN, 2 
F late 
Canſt thou ſuſpect of treaſon that bra it ot 
Prince, E you 
Whoſe only failing is his faithfulneſs bet 
To ſuch a brother? But if he has found 
A paſſage, ſuch as thou imagineſt, 
I hope that Colla's ſafe along with him. 5 
Ning 
C AIRUBAR. 
Suat 


"Tis not improbabe 
Le 


Ha! Colla gone? 


1 


let Colla be this inſtant here produc d. 
Carry this deceitful bard away.— 
let him be tortur'd to a full diſcovery. 

| | Althan led out. 
What, fair Darthula, haſt thou now refolv'd! 
ore than the time allow'd thee is elaps d; 


ind I impatient wait to hear my doom. 
hope you profited by Althan's countet ; 
ind find it now moſt prudent to comp! . 


DARTHULA., 


That "tis moſt prudent, all, my Lord, a- 
gree. 
gal were I ſure that you was really chang'd, 
late you ſaid, to gentle and humane 
rar rot that change no ſymptoms can | fee, 
your commanding thus a poor old bard 
ve tormented, almoſt in my fight. 


CAIRBAR. 


Aings, the moſt merciful, are oft con- 
ſtrain d 
„edward themſelves by ſuch ſeverities; 


jable 
And 
Le 
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And prudent Princes never pardon treaſon. 


DARTHULA, 


True; when their treaſons are made mM | | 
nifeſt. 
But thus to puniſh on a bare ſuſpicion 
Is liker far the tyrant than the king. 


CAIRBAR, 


Though fair thy perſon, fairer is thy mind! 
Henceforth in virtue will I rival thee! 


Go, ſtop the tort'ring of the poor old bard! 

Aſide to meſſenser 
But let him 1n a priſon be ſecur'd. 
Hence ſee the influence of thy pow'r on me! 
Let me but know thy pleaſure, and 'tis done 
O take, and make of me whate'er thou wilt 


[ 
5 | No 
Thus to command a King, who gore Dy 


many, = | Th 
To my ambition 1s moſt flattering. 


But th' approbation of a father ſt]! 
Is wanting to confirm me, 


CAL 
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Ns 
CAIRBAR, 


Lo! he comes! 


m- | leave thee with him. Labour to appeaſe 
His juſt reſentment. Thou may'ſt well aſſure 
him, 


That his advice ſhall all my actions ſway. 
(To Colla as he is entering.) 


und Colla, thou art a priſoner now no more. 
— Exit. 
rd! 
nge. 
Colla and Darthula. 

me: 
lone! COLLA. 
wilt, 

My dear, dear daughter Do I find thee 

ſafe? 


No more a priſoner? What means the tyrant? 
Dungeons and death were welcomer to me 
Than any favours Cairbar can confer. 


rern 


DARTHULA. | 


As ſoon as you was dragg'd away from us. | 
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I ſtill perſiſting to deſpiſe his love, 
He threaten'd O my father! what lie 
threaten'd ! 

To cut thy gray head from thy reveren; 
| ſhoulders! 

And then by violence to——ruin me. 


Wi 
Jul 


COLLA, 
'Tis time that this old head were laid it 
duſt. 

But, violence What! Violence to thee! 
DbaRTULA. ( 
One hour he only gave to think of this, ” 
Diſtracted, deſperate, and perplex'd, I ſoug) uy 
Ev'n with my being to conclude my troubles, * 
Meanwhile the noble, generous Cathmor came \ ! 
With ſoft compaſſion melting in his eye, = 
Said that he felt my ſorrows, he had pledg' g 

His honour for our ſafe departure hence, 

And would effect it, ſhould it coſt his life. A 


He's gone to bring in Nathos, by a cave 
Which reaches from this caſtle to the wood. 
Cairbar ſoon miſs'd his brother, Hither he 


came, | 
With 


end 


6347 ) 


With jealous apprehenſions agitate. 
zulpecting all our plot, he preſs'd me hard.— 
re done what thou, I fear, wilt not approves 


COLLA. 


What haſt thou done? 


DARTHULA. 


Dear is thy life to me! 


COLLA. 


O my Darthula! ſee the rueful marks 
Of time's deſtructive hand on this old carcaſe 
This breathing corſe, this waſted ſkeleton! 
This poor incumbrance of a buſy world! 
This wither'd arm behold! unſtrung its nerves, 
And looſe its joints, it quivers in the breeze! 
What haſt thou done for ſuch a worthleſs life? 


DARTHULA. 


Cathmor and Althan both advis'd me 


COLLA, 


What? 
Xx 2 DAR. 
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DARTHULAa, 
That I, diſguiſing my diſlike of him, 


Should feign compliance, to procure delay, 
I put him off with waiting your conſent, 
Your juſt reſentment, therefore, O reſtrain! 
Ard for a ſhort time uſe diſhmulation ! 


COLL As 


Diſſimulation! I deteſt and loath it 
Deceit dwells not in truly noble breaſts! 
That foul criterion of the groveling ſoul 
Was ever the moſt deſpicable of vices; 
And now by Cairbar's practice 'tis more vile 


DARTHULA., 


Suſpect not that I mean to juſtify 


What thou condemn'ſt: But ſure if ever caul 


Could vindicate ſuch practice, it is ours. 
"Tis for our ſafety indiſpenſible. 

"Twas ever meritorious to defeat 

By any meaſures ſuch vile purpoles ! 
"Twas ever juſt to turn againſt our foes 
Such weapons as they uſe for our deftructiv 


C9! 


This 


( 349 ) 


COLLA. 


In theſe old days muſt I be forc'd to wield 
4 weapon which I never us'd in youth? 
Severe neceſſity! Nor 1s ſucceſs 
from thence aſſur d. Soon will the tyrant 

come. 
Didſt thou not ſay, that he ſuſpects the 
plot? 
Then jealouſy will ſtimulate him t' eſſay 
we're ſincere in our intent, by urging 
h immediate finiſhing of what is ſought. 
in your refuſal he diſcovers all! 
Irovok'd he rages ! Cathmor 1s not here! 
(athmor alone reſtrains his violence! 
His violence! What will Darthula do? 
Ny comfort is, that I ſhall firſt be dead. 
but thou haſt no alternative, 


DARTHULA, 


This dagger, 
This ſhall at leaſt preſerve me from the 
tion worſt! 


COL 
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COLLA, 
Tis what I wiſh'd. Yet when propos | 
by thee, | 
Thy father's tender heart almoſt relents, Fro 
And would diſſuade thee from it! O my 
child! 


In thee are all my hopes, —and all my fear 
Be not too haſty in this deſperate act 
For with thee periſh all the race of Colla -e. 


But periſh Colla ! periſh Colla's race ! 
Darthula, never turn from honour's paths 


- DARTHULA, An 


But what, my father! will become © 
thee 
When I, the laſt of all thy race, ſhall fall 10 


COLLA. 


Think not of me. I will not long fu Thi 


vive; [ | 
But in ſoft melancholy calmly fink, it a 
Reflecting on my children gone before tle 


DAi® 


1 


DARTHUL4A. 


Ha !—See he comes! 
guard the good, 


protect us! Save us from this murderer ! 


Ye pow'rs that 


Enter Cairbar. 


CAIRBAR, (To his ſoldiers as be advances. ) 


Tis paſt a doubt! There is a ſecret paf- 
lage ; 
And you muſt find it. 


Make a ſtricter 


{earch. 
e 0 
(To himſelf.) 
1: To ſtop the torturing of yon cunning bard 
Was not ſo ſafe From him we muſt extort 
it. 


ſa- They will attempt, if they are in the plot, 
amuſe me for a time with feign'd aſſent. 
it any man out- do me in deceit, 
He muſt have more dexterity than Colla. 


A (To 


( 352 ) 


(To them.) 


Conſcious of my unworthineſs, I fear, 

And tremble, while I come t' enquire n 
doom ! | 

Forgive me, Colla !!—You behold in me 

An object more of pity than reſentment, 

For I, unhappy ! I have ever been, 

By blind, impetuous paſſions oft impell d 

T' offend the moſt, where moſt I wiſh'd t 
pleaſe. 

The injuries, the heinous injuries 

So lately done to you, would I had ſuſſer d 

I had not then this bitter anguiſh felt. 

But could my all O could my lite atone 

i'd now reſign it at Darthula's feet 


DARTHULA, 
8 
Reſign thy life? Alas! Could that 2 
tone! 
A life of virtue, (ſuch as you propoſe) 
And generous actions, uſeful to mankind, _ 


Would beſt compenſate former injuries. 


CAIE* 


— m \ 


+ 8 
act 4 


AIR* 


5 


CAIRBAR, 


Tis true My death would fruſtrate my 
intention BT: or 
If making an atonement more compleat, 
by dedicating all my future life 
To Colla's will, and fair Darthula's pleaſure, 
nages yet to come ſhall Erin bleſs 
The happy reign of Cairbar's virtuous Queen. 
for thou ſhalt govern me, and all my actions. 
ſhe virtuous, brought from their obſcure re- 
treats, 
Shall ſhine, as they deſerve, with eminence, 
While vice, diſgrac'd, ſhall ſkulk in vile con- 
_ tempt, 
Or be dragg'd out to ſuffer what he merits. 


COLLA. 


Such kings have been in Erin — But 
Alas! 


CAIRBAR>, 


Why that Alas? 
Colla? 


Doſt thou miſtruſt me, 


17 Ah 


* * 1 
—— ®. tt "4 — 


( 354 ) 
Ah ! Shall I never win thy confidence? 


COLLA. 
Tho 


Believe me, Sir, I'd wiſh to ſee thee virtual 
ous |! 
But cannot now expect to- live ſo long 


May 


CAIRBAR, . 
00 1 


O Colla! Colla !—Wilt thou ne'er forgive 

me? 

Oh! canſt thou not forget what I have done! 

The thoughts of it now fill theſe eyes with ee th 
tears, 

And make this breaſt, thou think'ſt fo fierce, 
to bleed 

Forget, forget it! J will be thy ſon! 

I will obey and love thee like a ſon, 


lis u: 
erpo 


thy 


And be thy future comfort of thy age, ay he 
| ad le 
coLLA. 
A ſon of ſo much pow'r would make me 
proud. Che 
The injuries, that cannot be redreſs'd, a 
ne la 


It 1s the part of prudence to forget. 
| cant 


(e 


CAIRB AR. 


Thou anſwereſt but in general ſentences: 
hou ſay'{t not yet, Darthula ſhall be mine! 


COLLA. 


May ſhe be happy in her deſtin'd Lord; 
lou in thy Queen ! 
* CAIRBAR. 
ne? Still, ſtill equivocal ! 
vith e their aim, and ſoon will diſconcert it! 
Aſide. 
rc, is unexpected happineſs quite, quite 
apow'rs me! It has almoſt ſtruck me 
dumb ! 
hula mine Come to thy lover's arms! 
iy happy, bleſs d, tranſported lover's arms! 
ad let us now to immediate joys retire. 


COLLA., 
me 


check thy impatience ! There are previous 
forms : 
ie lacred, neceſſary vows of love, 
11 Yy 2 Of 
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Of faithful, virtuous, honourable love, Sh 
You muſt ſubmit to. Ne 
Te 
CAIRBAR, 

Forms for fettering fool 

But be it ſo, ſince it is Colla's will. 8 
F 
( Aloud.) 4 
Let all our nobles, officers, and bards, 
Prepare to celebrate our inſtant ſpouſals, 
With banqueting, with ſongs, and ſhouts in 1 
joy. t w 
DARTHULA. 
Not in this caſtle ! where my brother tc It 
So lately fell, and ſcarcely buried yet 

The laſt of Colla's ſons ! At this fad tin 

In this fad place, how could we reliſh joy 
Grant ſome few days t' extenuate our grief Am! 
Then with becoming chearfulneſs III rit: Tuin 
To the exalted ſtate of Cairbar's Queen. Nom 
And 
CAIRBAR, Or he 


What? for the ceremonious forms of gt Ino; 


4 
< 


11 


Shall I forgo ſuch joys, when in my pow'r? 
No! Let us timely wiſe, be bleſs'd to day 
To-morrow will be ſoon enough to mourn, 


DARTHULA, 


Stay, I conjure thee, Cairbar ! yet forbear, 
forbear a While. 


CAIRBAR, 


No! Bid the ocean ſtop, 
ln midſt of its career, the flowing tide! 
[twill obey thee ſooner than my love! 


DARTHULA, 


It muſt not be Not now. 


CAIRBAR, 


Not now?—lIt ſhall. 


Am I a king? and ſhall I be controul'd? 
Think ye, that I perceive not your deceit? 
No rapturous wiſhes tremble in your eyes; 
And if your boſom beat, it is with fear, 

Or hopes unſettled of your plot's ſucceſs. — 


know your plots.—1 know my brother's gone 
| To 


1 


Jo bring the Caledonian boy to kill me 

That ſtart conſirms it all. 
ſpir'd 

Againſt my life; and thereby forfeit yours! 

You {hall not die! But let me not repeat 

My former threats. "Tis in your pow'r te 
ſhun them. 


You have con. 


DARTHULA, 


O grant me but one day ! one little day ! 


CAIRBAR, 


No Not a minute. Inſtantly comply: 
Or — See the {word is drawn to finiſh Colla. 


COLLA, 


Had Colla nothing worſe than death to tear, 
| t would not pain him: But to leave my chilè 
At ſuch a monſter's mercy, forces tears 
From theſe old eyes, which have not often 

wept. 


CA I RBA R. 


Thy daughter's love may yet preſervethy life. 
. | DAR- 


Hum 


But 11 
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DARTHULA. 


Thou might'ſt have been belov'd, when 
thou didſt ſeem 
Humane and generous, though 'twas all aſ- 
ſum'd : 
But in this fierce, this dreadful attitude, 
Thou art deteſtible! 


C2 


CAIRBAR, 


I am reſolv'd, 
lield thou this inſtant willingly to love, 
ud thou ſhalt be a Queen! Refuſe, and ſend 
Tus fword to Colla's heart; and then expect 
What force may do. 


DARTHULA. 

's 
a I'll not ſurvive my father !— 

) ſpare my father Spare that reverend head. 
"It 

CAIRBAR, 
Thou, thou thyſelf condemn'ſt that head 

| to death, 

c. il for a kingdom wilt not ranſom it,—— 


Now 


(360) 
Now——But tis fitter for a ſervile hand. 
Here, guards! diſpatch this traitor ſpeedily, 


(Shouts, warlike mftruments.) 


(Soldiers flying.) 
FIRST SOLDIER, 


The enemy ! 


SECOND SOLDIER, 


The enemy ! 


THIRD SOLDIER, 


Every vault pours out freſh number: 


Ne 
n ; 1 
Enter Nathos purſumg them off the flage wit! 
his ſoldiers, 
Is ( 
CAIRBAR, 


Stand to your arms, ye flaves! Why do 4 
fly? 
[ Extf 


: ( The 


11 


(As he is going, to Cat hmor entering.) 
Thou haſt betray'd me! 


CATHMOR, 


And prelerv'd thee too. 
Tis now no time to ſtand: The gate is open d- 
M rally on the plain beyond the caſtle, 


outs and warlike inſtruments continued ſome- 
time.) 


Enter Nathos. 


NATHOS, 


Now is this caſtle clear'd of murderers : 
» 


aud not a drop of murderers blood is ſhed. 
III. 


CATHMOR, 
is Cairbar gone? 
Jo f NATHOS. 


Aye! With the foremoſt fled. 


CATHMOR. 


Then all is well! 
2 2 (Colla 


( 362 ) 
(Colla and Darthula coming forward,) 


NATHOS, 


If all be well with theſe: 
Does Colla live ?—And is Darthula ſafe? 


CoLLA. 


Yes, brave deliverers ! One minute more 
Had found us weltering in our blood! FI 
ſword 


Was rais'd to ſever this old neck ; and wor! 


Than death was threaten'd to my helplet 


child ! 
NATHOS, 
And yet I let him paſs! 
COLLA. 


Let Cairbar pats! 


NATHOS, 


He paſs'd within my ſtroke. O how 
burn'd 


To ſtrike the murderer to the ſavage heart: 
B 


But 
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But I had pledg'd my faith to valiant Cath- 


mor, 


This generous Prince, who has preſerv'd us 
e all. | 


DARTHULA, 


cannot, gallant Prince, nor will, attempt 
To ſpeak my gratitude, or admiration ! 
know thy foul magnanimous partakes 
Of all our happineſs. 


CATHMOR, 


Have I not cauſe ? 
from the foul regiſter of Cairbar's crimes 
re kept a fouler crime than any there. 

Ill fight againſt his enemies; his vices 
Il counteract, as his moſt dangerous foes ! 


DARTHULA, 


9 Cathmor go not near thy murdering bro- 
ther ! 


LOW CATHMOR. 


| My life he dares not openly aſſail; 


5 and I'm: aware of all his wonted arts. 
AN 2 So 
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So much for friendſhip! Nathos, ſoon I. 


meet thee, Th 
; , 8 | 
An enemy in battle. Now adieu. * 
[ Exit, Nathos conveying hr 
COLLA. \ 
How mean the conquering hero's couras 
ſeems Thi 
Compar'd with Cathmor's more exalted valourWMl '* 
Greater than kings! by native virtue cround © 
In thus defending an unworthy brother, 
Who ſtands between thee and the ſovereignty! 
9 * . , 
Thou ſhowꝰ'ſt a greatneſs empires cannot giv a 
* 
NATHos, (returning) 
Once more muſt I, Darthula, leave the 
| here ! * 
Cairbar collects his forces on the plain, Alor 


And ſeems determin'd to contend with ours. Wl The 


COLLA, 


Old as I am, infirm, and flow of foot, Or p 
Shall I be bound by age's fetters here 
No !—Once again I'll mount the car of batt: 


And pour my vengeance on the murderers: A 
Ther 


6 


8 There if I fall, —T fall as valour ſhould; 
Not by th' aſſaſſin's ignominious ſtab. 

on NATHOS. 

When Colla fights, brave Colla rauſt com- 

| mand, 

"WY This day direct the war, and let me learn 
= Po ſuch a maſter, ſkill'd in many a field. 
1 re ſummon'd all the troops: We'll join them 
T3 here, 
nty1 COLL A, 


il and I will make me ready for the field. 
| | Exit, 


Muſt I be left among theſe diſmal ſcenes 
Alone to wander? {laughter raging round me! 


urs. (The halls within with murder'd innocence 
folluted all! Grim diſcontented ghoſts, 
let loch to leave their limbs, will ſtalk around, | 
r piteous howl thro' all theſe ghaſtly domes! | 
* NATuos. 


rs! A garriſon ſuſficient ſhall be left 
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To man the walls, and to ſecure the gates. 


DARTHULA, 


Stay yet, my Nathos! for my tremblins 


heart 
Is not yet ſettled ! Terror ſtruck ſo deep, 


That whereſoe'er I turn, it ſtill ſeems preſent, 


Still I behold the tyrant's dreadful frown! 

} ſee the ſword hang o'er my father's head 

And ſhuddering ſeem to hear his threat'ning: 
ſtill ! | 


NAT HOS. 


Does he pretend to love? What threaten 
thee ? | 
The ravenous wolf, that had not taſted food 
For many a day, would rather die of famine, 
Than hurt that lovely form ! The ſoftening 
joy, 
In ſpite of hunger, would o'erpow'r his fierce- 
nels, 
And make him, in expiring, fawn on thee. 


DARTHULA. 


What if my Nathos muſt return no more 
And 


Ou 


PP 


To 


öha 
Ski 
Or 
We 
Ane 


We 
At! 
Anc 
Wh 


Ct a6 1 


And my poor father in the battle fall? | 

Then Cairbar comes victorious !—Dreadfu} 
thought ! 

None to defend me from lus cruelry ! 


NATHOS, 


If we ſhould fall, to my old father fly: 
Our {lips are ready to convey thee thither. 


DARTHULA. 


To live without thee were the worſt of 

deaths! 

To die with thee were joy! Our ghoſts toge- 
ther 

Shall unmoleſted wander o'er the plain, 

dim the ſmooth furface of the ſummer lake, 

Or on the clouds above the mountains fly. 

We'll ride upon the whirlwind's rapid wings, 

And fink the {hips where murdering Cairbars 
ſail. 


NATHOs. 


We may yet long be bleſt in life and love. 
At my return you'll aſk how Cairbar fell. 
And long, long after this, our tears ſhall flow 


When gladly we relate theſe dangers paſt, 
And 
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And make our children tremble with the tale. 
4 trumpet, 
I muſt begone!—Farewell! I'll fee thee won. 


DARTHUL A, (alone.) 


If e'er I ſee thee, tis beyond my hopes 
For awful thadows of approaching woe, 
Still deeply-darkening, on my fancy glide, 
What dire diſaſters have this day befallen us 
Do more await us? Ravens and cagles ſoar 
Above their heads ! Do theſe foul birds of prey 
Mark out the bodies which they long to tear? 
The dreadful gleaming of their weapons ſeems 
Like that ill-boding flame that flies along 
The way, where ſoon the funeral ſhall pals — 
| Am] deceiv'd ? Do I not fee the gholts 
| Of all my brothers bending from their clouds, 

And beckoning Colla hence ? 
What ſhrieks were thele ? 
1 my father here? 
All wounds! all blood! now pale! now black 
as earth ! | 
Was it th' illuſion of a frighted fancy 
No! 'twas the harbinger of certain death. 


What's that '— 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


* 
) 

—— 
| uc 


le. 
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SE HL. O0R US 


Scene in Sight of the Field of Battle. 


Carril and other Bards. 


Cour, Bards, in thoughts and numbers free, 
Unfetter'd all with fruitleſs flow'rs, 

ng what we of the fight ſhall ſee, 
As prompted by the tuneful pow'rs. 


SECOND BARD. 


anature's bold, but ready ſtrains 
Let the unmeaſur'd numbers flow, 
Varying with the various ſcenes, 
That war ſhall now preſent of bliſs or woe, 


CHORUS, 


Lome, Bards, in numbers bold and free, 
Hepare to ſing the ſcenes we lee! 
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THIRD BARD. YOu 


Collecting death, on either hand, 
In awful pauſe both armies ſtand, 
Like two oppoſing clouds that lowr 
Ready to diſcharge their wrath, 
In rain, or hail's impetuous ſhow'r, 
The thunder's rough tremenduous roar, 


And flaſh that ſudden ſtrikes with death, 


FOURTH BARD, 


Already the declining beams 
Saffron o'er the weſtern ſkies ; 
Gray miſts from the running ſtreams, 
From the lakes and marſhes rife, 


CARRIL, 


Gray miſts to mortals theſe appear ! 
But, mortals, could ye ſee aright, 

Ghoſts of warriors muſter there, 
To behold the important fight. 


CHORUS, 


Glide flow, great ghoſts, along the vale Oo 


Or, hovering o'er their heads, behold Chy 
You 


1 


eur ſons confirm each wond' rous tale, 
That ancient bards of you have told. 


» 


FIFTH BARD. 


Colla to the deſtin'd field 
Drives his lofty car. 
b. 6, Now he ſtrikes his ſounding ſhield ! 
„ Now, now begins the war. 
B.$, Both armies advancing with ardour en- 


gage. 

5.9. The Demon of Battle has loos'd all his 
rage. 

B. 10. Stones, arrows, and javelins, darken the 
{ky ! a 

B. 11. Some wounded already are falling be- 
hind ! 


B. 12. In vain they look forward! Their weak- 
neſs they find. 
All, But whence comes that ſorrowful crys 


B. 13. "Twas from our own hoſt ! 

1.14. Some hero we've loſt. 

B. 15. Tis Althos that falls to the ground. 
All. A hero we've loſt: 


"Tis Althos that lies on the ground! 
Car. I'll view the nature of his wound. 
Chor. Ill-fated victim of the noble flame 
Deſtructive only to the brave! 
Aa a 2 How 


B. 5. 


B. 6. 


Wich puſhgs and blows they each othe 


What havoc! What ſlaughter! now you- 
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How many youths, like thee, purſuing B. 7 


fame, B. 

Have drop'd into a grave? ' B, g 
Yet Bards thy fame ſhall raiſe: 

For having ſeen B. 1 


Thy manhood in thy early days, 


'They'll gueſs what thou mature had: . 


been, 


And ſing thy praiſe. 


In fury the combatants cloſe, 


With ſword againſt ſword, and ſpear a- 
gainſt ſpear. 


oppoſe, | 
All aiming deſtruction and death t 
their foes. 


der, now here. 
From the bloody ſtreams, 
The ſun's declining beams 
Rebonnd 1n horrid gleams ; 
And through blood all the features 0! 
nature appear! 


Rank drives on rank. 
B.7 


— 
03 
—4 
Us 
— 


5.7. They fall, they dic. 
g. 8. Their friends behold without a ſigh! 
5. 9. On heaps of {laughter riſing high, 
They fill the dangerous place. 
R. 10. But ſoon, too ſoon, alas ! 
Thoſe warriors in thoſe heaps may ly. 
3.11. Behold upon our right, 
Where Nathos leads the fight; 
Like a river ſwell'd with rain, 
That burſts the bounding banks, 
He breaks thro' hoſtile ranks, 
9. 12. Thoſe ranks give way! 
b. 13. They take to flight! 
3.14. All ſcatter'd o'er the plain, 
They fall at ev'ry blow! 
,. Ruſh on! Strike home, till all be ſlain. 
End the war, and end our woe! 
v.15, Our left in confuſion! 
{ll They fly, they fly! 
Fall not in diſorder! Recover the line! 
d. 16. Who makes all this havoc? 
7. What warrior is he? 
* FA. 'Tis Cathmor himſelf, or ſome ſpirit 
| divine. 
cher. Ceaſe, friend ofmenl from {laughterceaſe! 
Can Cathmor be a cruel foe? 


Thou 


(%% 


Thou life, thou joy of all in peace! B. 
Canſtthon in war bringdeathand wo: . 


B. 1 Colla, in his lofty car, B, 
Leading on a choſen band, B. 
Ruſhes boldly through the war, B. 
To ſuccour the flying. 
B. 2. They rally! B. 
B. 3. They ſtand B. 
B. 4. They charge with new vigour again. 
. They cover the plain 
With heaps newly ſtain ! B. 
All. They are proud to fight under brug. 
Colla's command. 
B. 6. Cathmor far from Colla keep ; . 7 
Unequal is the ſtrife! 
B. 7. Eventhy own gallant heart would weep 
For ending fuch a hte. 
B. 8. But Colla turn where late you led; B. 8. 
The main has now your abſence found 
B. 9. With equal fate, while you was at thel 
head, 
They fought and bled. Chor 


B. 10. Faint and languid falls each ſtroke. 
B. 11. Support them, or they'll ſoon be broke 


But now they're loſing ground. 


B. 12 


Oe. 


1, 


[ay , 


veep 
; * 


B. 12. 
B. 13. 
Chor. 


B. 14. 
B. 15. 
B. I. 


B. 8. 


Chor. 


1 


Is there no chief to chear ? 
No ſuccours near? 


Diſmal is the face our fortunes wear, 
But who comes over the height? 
Impatience appears in his ſtride. 
Already at the ſight 
With ſpirit now they fight. 
Th' advantage appears on their fide. 
"Tis he that wields Cuchullin's ſpear. 


And who wields that, but Uſnoth's 


{on ? 


. Conqueſt he over their left has won. 


He charges their main in flank and 
rear, 
New courage returning, 
With new fury burning, 
Our friends lately fainting fight fiercely 
again, 
While the foe all ſurrounded, 
Diforder'd, contounded, 
On every hide wounded, 
By hundreds are ſlain. 
Diſmay and terror, havoc, horror, 
Urging on their hurried tlight; 
Crying, flying, groaning, dying, 
No hopes but in th' approaching night. 
B. 9, 


3 as 
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B. 9. Cathmor, ever truly great, 
Unchang'd by ev'ry change of tate, 


Draws off his conquering troops, to 


cover the retreat. 
B. 10. Backward he flowly goes, 
Intrepid in the rear, 
Calmly repelling his purſuing foes, 
B. 11. Victorious ſquadrons from his blows 
Recoil with fear. 
(Hor. Powers benign! may never dart 
Strike him in a mortal part! 
Guard, O guard that generous heart, 
Which ev'n his foes revere! 


CARRIL, 


No longer ling ! Tis time to ſearch thc 
field, 
For wounded friends, who lying there in 
pain, 
Long for th' aſſiſtance of our healing art. 
[ Exeunt all but Carril. 


ACT 


Now 


| 
Fain we 
But fine 
That I! 


Let ! 


Scene continue. The Evening, 
CARRIL, (alone.) 


ls my old ſight deceiv'd by evening's duſk : 
Or is it Colla comes ſupported thus? 


Enter Colla, carried by ſoldiers. 


COLLA. 
Now ſtop, my friends ! Here ſet me ſoftly 
down — 
Fain would I ſee my daughter ere I die; 
But find, this motion rankles ſo my woung, 
That I ſhould die before I reach'd the caſtle. 


CARRIL, 


Let lights be brought t' examine Colla's 
wound, 


Bbb CObe 
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COLLA. 


No matter, Carril, what becomes of me! 
Your {kill may be more uſefully employed: 


Here many vigorous lives you may preſerve, 


CARRIL, 


Can I not yet preſerve the life of Colla? 


COLLA. 


You fee how deep this arrow lodges here! 
With this my ſoul will iſſue forth, to greet 
The mighty ſpirits in our ſongs renown'd, 

CARRIL, 


The wound is mortal! 


COLL As 


Short while it prevents 
The ſlow, but certain ſap of waſting age! 
Which every day was gaining on my vital. 


CARRIL, 


Ah you had ſtrength to hold out mary 
years! 


COL 


11 


For: 
No jt 
Ohh 
And 
In al 


To d 


If 


Paſſi 
Whi 


ls 
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CoLLA. 


I might have dragg'd with pain an uſeleſs 
life, 

For a few tedious melancholy years! 
No joys had I in life !—ls this not better — 
Oh had I found the vengeance which I ſought! 
And ſeen my child by Cairbar's death ſecure, 
In cloſing theſe old eyes I had rejoic'd, 
To die a ſoldier of unſpotted fame 


CARRIL, 


If thou would'ſt ſee thy daughter, O ſup- 
preſs 
Paſhon's inflammatory virulence, 
Which haſtens on thy few remaining minutes, 


Enter Darthula and Alt han. 
(With Ladies and ſoldiers attending.) 


DARTHULA. 


Is that not he fo pale by yonder light 
B b b 2 And 
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And art thou dead before I could receive 
Thy laſt fad counſel from thy dying lips? 


F& 


COLLA, 


No, my Darthula! till thy father lives! For 
He wiſh'd to live till now, that he beholds Of 
The ſole ſurviving object of his care! 


2 


DARTHULA, 
O Carril! Althan! Can ye not preſerve l 
; Fame. Iy rYY Tha 
So dear a life? 
1a The 
CARRIL AND ALTHAN. mo 
5 Kos <1 
'Tis paſt the pow r of art. If « 
R . 
DARTHULA, ra 
Why do ye weep!——Ye have no cauſe s of: 
weep !l—— | 
Leave that to me For I was born to mourn. 
COLLA, [ 
I we 
Weep not for 1 me, ——Thy ſorrows, O my 
child, Alot 
Give me more pain than does this oute ard f gut 
wound. 


DAPs 


 - 


Tn. 


ny 
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DARTHULA, 


Shall I not weep? Shall I not weep for 
_ thee? 
For thee, my father? I alone am lefr 
Of all thy race? Shall I not mourn thy fall? 


COLLA, 


Yes! thou of all my race art left alone.— 
That race, I hope, may yet revive in thee, 
Though I ſhall never ſee it. But the pain, 
That more I feel than all my dying pangs, 
Proceeds from leaving thee ſo unſecure. 

If thou wert ſafe beyond this murderer's 
reach, 

Id go with pleaſure to embrace the ſhades 

Of all my family now waiting round me. 


DARTHULA, 


If to be murder'd were the worſt I fear'd, 
| would not grieve. In tranſports could I 
80 
Along with thee to join that happy group! 
But who ſhall aid, protect, or counſel me, 
| | When 


- 
ED 8 * 
* — 
= 
— — — r . 
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When thou art gone? Adviſe me what to do, 
Whilſt yet thou canſt adviſe me! That ad. 


Il 


vice 
Shall with my father's image ever be 
My boſom's deareſt treaſure. 
COLLA. Ti 
Fly from hence! He n 
Here Cairbar is; and here are many ſuch = 
Of ſordid, ſelfiſh, avaricious ſouls, = 
Who will by falſchood, ſtratagem, or force, Ml ** 
Attempt thy perſon for the large domains. 
Cath 
That now unhappily devolve to thee, —— knd 
Seek thy protection in a huſband's arms !— 
: Reſtr 
May he be loving, faithful, generous, brave! Ale 
Such Nathos is. In him thou mayſt con- 
fide. Chac 
With him to Caledonia quickly fly — Und; 
May you be happy there -O may the race 
' * Aud 
Of old Selama ſpring afreſh from you 
DARTHULA. 
Where, where is he? Have not his wounds 0 


increas'd 


The dreadful deluge of this bloody field? 
| CAR- 


ad. 


Ce, 


| 
Ns 
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CARRIL. 


I hear his voice! He comes from the pur- 
ſuit. 


NAT os, (entering. ) 


Though ev'ry where with ardour him } 

ſought, 

He no leſs anxiouſly avoided me: 

And when his army broke, this boaſting chief, 

This king of ſlaughter, with the foremoſt 
fled. 

Cathmor, who nobly fell into their rear 

And there with valour to be envy'd fought, 

Reſtrain'd the progreſs of our firſt purſuit ; 

Liſe had I ſwam the flood, and climb'd the 
mountain, 

Chacd him along the narrow precipice, 

Under the danger of the falling rocks, 

and to the whirlwind giv'n his howling 
ghoſt. 


DARTHULA. 
O Nathos ! Nathos! Colla is no more 


NATHOS. 
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NAT Hos. Wi 


Alas, the good old chieftain! who ſo of 
Brought honour's brighteſt wreaths from 
danger's field ! 
Who has in this his lateſt day diſplay'd 
A valour that made yauth to with for years! 
Sedate and temperate in the hotteſt ſtrife, 
He brought to my remembrance what I ha 


heard 
Of that great Pow'r, which rides above the F 
ſtorm, 11 
Conducting calmly its deſtructive courſe! __ 
And art thou gone ? 'S 
COLLA. 
Am going faſt, my Nathos \ 
NATHOS. Al 
He ſpeaks !—He knows me !—How 1s !: 
with Colla ? 


COLLA, 


As with a ſoldier who has ſtruggled long 
With 
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wich all the hardſhips of a diſtant war, 
When from the neareſt height he kens his 


oft home. 


fron! 
NATHOS, 


O victory too dear, that is acquur'd 
With ſo much precious blood 


COLLA, 


Too much indeed 
My life 18 nothing ! It 18 more than ripe! 
gut many blooming youths, with both thy 
; brothers, 
Are in the bloſſom of their vigour crop d ! 


NATHOS. 


1 What both my brothers! Ardan I ſaw fall. 
Ah! how fell Althos ? 


151: COLLA; 


As the brave ſhould fall. 


He too impetuous haſted to the foe. 
The hoſtile archers mark'd his goodly nuen. 
His manly valour with the danger grew! 
Vhile yet I look'd at him, an arrow came, 
ce And 


( 396 ) 


And to the feather in his boſom ſunk; 
I ſtrove to hide my grief l felt his death. 
As if another ſon of mine had fallen 


NATHOsS. 


Shall my poor brothers never more return 
To fill their aged father's heart with joy ? 
But joy no more ſhall fill my father's heart: 
For never, never {ſhall his ſons return . 


COLLA. 


Uſnoth has yet one worthy ſon in chec 
O my Darthula! ſoon thou'lt have no father'— 


Thou haſt no brother to protect thee now V; 


NATHOS, 


If I am worthy, think thou leav'ſt in m. 
A ſon, who ſhall revere thy memory ! 
Who all the affection of a father, join'd 
To that of many brothers, ſhall exceed, 
For this dear maid ; and with more zeal pre 

tect her. 


COLLA. 


Im ſatisfy d, my ſon !-—Be kind to her — 


NA 


t 6 1! 


DARTHULA. 


ath 
— Alas! alas How weak thou grow'ſt, my 
father ! | 
COLLA, 


Oh! Bear me to the tent! Farewell my Na- 
thos ! 
Now all that I poſleſs'd is thine ! 


NATHOS, 


Of that 
Darthula is by far the deareſt part! 


[ Colla carried out, Darthula, Carril, A- 
than following. 


NATHOS, (alone.) 


Like Colla let me live! like Colla die! 
Like him by every ſtep move to renown ! 
Pi Not fade in ſpirit when my limbs decay, 
But bravely meet, in arms, the ſword of 
death, 


— Cee 2 Enter 


4 
| 
| 
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D 
Enter Uſtoth attended. 
n 
USNOTH. 
My Nathos ! 10 
2 M 
NATHOS. aj 
Ha!—My father come to Erin 
vs Nor. 
Thy victory was the firſt happy news 
That I heard utter d on th' Erinian ſhore! 
It makes thy aged father's heart exult 
To ſee this riſing ſun of thy renown. ! Fu 
' g d * Go 
NArnos. Hi 
0 


Why has my father, in his hoary days, 
Reſum d the buckler, which he had reſign d 
To ruſt with thoſe of his great anceſtors. 


USNOTH, N 


Since firſt we heard of brave Cuchullin 
death, 


Dire 
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Dire apprehenſions have thy father torn 
Tis ſaid no ſenſe of honour e' er reſtrain'd 
The cruel Cairbar from ungenerous plots: 
That he, deceitful, waits in conſtant am- 
buſh 
To ſeize th' advantage of unguarded hours. 
My arm, indeed, is now of ſmall avail! 
But I ama old, and you are young in arma 


NATHOs. 
What army haſt thou brought? 


USNOTH. 


Our force is great. 
Fingal has ſent before his choſen youths, 


Conducted by his grandſon valiant Oſcar. 
Himſelf is following with a greater force 


f veteran troops, t avenge the death of Cor- 
mac. 


NAT Hos. 
And where is Oſcar? 


USNOTH. 


Landing now his troops 
In 
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In Tura's bay. The ſhip that carried me, 
Complying with th impatience of my wiſhe; 
Outſail'd the reſt, and hurried me to joy. 


NATHOS, 


My good old father! 


USNOTH. 


Ha !-—Where are your brother: 


NATHOS, 
Alas! my father ! They in battle fell 
 USNOTH. 
3 ! 
What! Both my younger boys ? You ſai 
not both! Th, 
NATHOS. | 
y ti 
But both are ſlain. And here old CoA Of 1 
too! Fre 
vs NO TH. 
What! Colla too —My friend! and bt 
my ſons ! T 


. 
> a 


hes, 


1CTS 


tell, 


ſaid 


hott 


\ a 
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NATHOS, 


Be comforted, my father ! 


USNOTH. 


O, my Nathos ! 
am che father now of none but thee ! 


NATHOs. 


They fought like heroes ! 
fall'n renown'd ! 


USNOTH, 


| hope they have 


years 


nown |! 


too indulgent to th' infatuate pray'rs 
t youth precipitate, ſent them to meet, 
tre they had ſtrength t' encounter, danger's 


graſp! 
NATHOS, 


Their valour merited a better fate! 


They have 


But many glorious 


They might have fought, exalting their re- 


s- 


6352) 


US NOT H. 


How ſudden chang'd to mourning are the 


_ 
I felt at my firſt landing on this coaſt 


Among the ſlaughter'd bodies twice I ſtum 


| bled ! 
In one I thought I ſaw my Ardan's ſhapes ! 
Evening obſcur'd the face! 
heart 
For ſuch a dire ſuggeſtion !=——O, twas he 


ALTHAN, (entering.) 


Colla's great ſpirit is at laſt at peace ! 
Darthula pours her pious ſorrow forth 


Upon the breathleſs body. 


USNOTH:; 


O my friend 


NAT HOS. 


My father, you muft ſee this beauteous 
maid ! 
Not more for beauty than for prudence fam d, 
And ev'ry female virtue! She alone 
Survives 


I chid m1 


To 


An 


FA - 


No! 


3) 


gurvives of Colla's lately numerous race. 

To me her father's dying breath bequeath'd 
her; 

And ties of mutual love unite our hearts, 


USNOTH. 


Tis now no time t' intrude upon her ſor- 


rows. 
Enter Dermid. 
DERMID. 
Short way has Cairbar fled ! We ſee their 
fires 


Now blazing on the height beyond the heath, 


NATHOS. 
To-morrow we'll diſlodge him. 


DERMID. 


7 | Has our chief, 
the ever-honour'd Uſnoth brought an army 


USNOTH. 


A little army, Dermid, we have landed: 


D d d | Bu, 


- — — .... ; 
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But Fingal, Morven's never-conquer'd King, 

Who, vigorous. {till, with locks as white a; 
mine, 

Makes youthful ſquadrons fly before his 
{word, 

15 landing now with a much greater force, 


DERMID. A 
Moſt grateful tidings ! For we now ſul. 
Ct ® 
PE 
Some ſecret treaſon in th' Erinian troops. A 
In buſy whiſpers; cautiouſly remov'd + 
('c 


From Caledonian ears, their chiefs confer. 


NATHOS:; 


Tis not improbable : Their King is ſlain, 
And Colla dead. Perhaps they grudge t'obey 
A foreigner's commands, and now confſprc W 
To rob me of my pow'r. 


DERMID. 


"Tis that we fear. 


NATHOS. 


Keep you ſtrict watch to-night, 
PDER MIN 
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DERMID. 


Moſt needful 'tis ! 
Exit. 


NAT Hos. 


have of late obſerv'd a diſcontent 
Among the veteran chiefs. Should they re- 
volt, 
Our force is nothing. Few our native troops: 
And ev'n of thoſe the better part was left 
To garriſon the caſtle of Temora. 
Could not your army jain with ours to-night? 


USNOTH. 


{ will endeavour it. My chariot waits. 
{ll go to Oſcar, and will bring them hither 
With all the ſpeed I can. Meanwhile fare- 

well. [ Ext. 


NATHOS, 


Thy being here, alas, my good old father! 
| an addition to my former cares. 


Ddd 2 Enter 
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Enter Dar hula. 


DARTHU LA. 


Woe ſtill ſucceeds to woe: And ſorrou: 


have 
Mark'd ev'ry period of Darthula's life ! 
At hapleſs Fruthil's birth my mother dy'd 
One after one my gallant brothers fell! 
The laſt this morning !—And my father now! 
My dear, dear father !—Shall thy words no 
more 
Appeaſe my ſorrows, diſhpate my fears, 
And ftrengthen ev'ry virtue in my brealt? 


NATHOS, 


EY Mourn not for Colla ! 
7 chang'd 
A lite of forrow for a life of bliſs. 


A life he wiſh'd for, of immortal youth, 


He has but cn. 


With all his family rejoicing round 
The only anguiſh now they feel, is that 
A daughter's and a ſiſter's ſorrow gives. 


DARTHULA, 


Iknow he's happy! Know his preſence brings 
| Increa's 


| >; 
— 


Increaſe of pleaſure to the realms of joy 

But how can we, who have that preſence loſt, 

Not feel our loſs ? Long mult I mourn for 
bim! 


UW 3 
NATHOS, 
Now deep theſe griefs are on our minds 
impreſs d ; | 
8 ; : 3 A 
But time, that wears the titles from their 
Ove! tombs, 
Wil wear theſe deep impreſſions from our 
minds, 
And ſmooth them to receive ſucceeding joy. 
dome of our deareſt friends are ſnatch d away: 


But thou art left; and that ſhall comfort me 


DARTHULA, 


Yes, I am left! And fo the lamb is left 
That weary ſlaughter till ro-morrow ſpares ! 
Vo ye, indeed, dear ſhades! partake our ſor- 

rows ? - 
Then ye perceive and feel our dangers too 
Our danger's great! The murderer {till exiſts, 
To form new ſtratagems for our deſtruction! 
0 fly, my Nathos, from this dangerous land: 
for ſafety is not in it Aly from Cairbar. 
N A- 


4 8 3 


. 


NAT Os. 


What! Shall we leave the field of victory, 
And all our honour to a vanquiſh'd fue ? 


No! here we'll watch all night upon our arms 
To catch the firſt glimpſe of the morning”. 


beams. 


Then, then, thou tyrant, I will be revenge 
For all the precious lives thou haſt deſtroy'd, 


DARTHULA. 


There are more lives! there are more pre- 


cious lives, 
That he will ever labour to deſtroy. 
And I, my Nathos, hazard more than life — 
have no friend, no kindred tv defend me; 
No hopes have I of ſafety but in thee; 
Nor ev'n with thee have hopes of ſafety here 


NATHOS, 


In thy defence what would I not attempt 
I'd ruth between thee and a falling rock 
d catch a thunder-bolt that threaten'd thee 
What would'ſt thou have me do? 


* 


DARTHULA. 


Alas! what cauſe 
Have 


W. 


By 


} | 
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Have we to ſtay in this now-waſted land ? 
I; was my father's laſt advice to leave it 


* —— 
. —_ — — 


ry 

"1 As ſoon as poſſible See all around, 
"ys How ev'ry circumſtance ev'n now concurs 
WJ \Vith that my prudent father's laſt advice 


No ray of ev'ning bluſlies in the weſt; 

1-1 But night's dark ſhades have with th" horizon 
Vd clos'd, 

To hide our embarkation from the foe: 

While night's fair Queen now rifes from the 


pre- waves, 
With duſky light to guide us through the 
gloom ! 
_ No angry ſtorm frowns on the diſtant hull, 
e; rortentous to the fearful mariner: 
But weſtern breezes, ruſtling o'er the rocks, 
re. Make the gay glittering moon-beams ſportive 
play 
Upon the curling ſurface of the main, 
t! and will convey us quick to Etha's ſhore! 
ee! NATHOS, 


Thy ſweet words make ev'n cowardice ſeem 
fair ! 
zut let us hazard here this one ſhort night, 
ave And 
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And wait the burying of our friends to-my;. 


row. 
And we have friends that yet thou know'l 
not of. 
My father now was here! He brings with 
him 


A powerful army, ſent by Morven's King 
Lo itrengthen us. 


DARTHULA, 
Ha! that brings hopes indeed 
And gives me comfort in the midit of woe! 
NATHOS, 


Ha! What means this There's an un. 

uſual buſtle 
Among our troops, I'll ſee what it imports, 
; | Exi!, 


DARTHULA, (alone.) 


Haſt thou already reach'd the aerial ſeats 
Of happy ſouls ? Or doſt thou mournful her: 
Behold my tears with ſympathizing woe '— 
Could I forget thee, and indulge the hopes 
The preſent proſpect of my fate affords, 

Thon 


The 
Go 
Th. 
Of 


To 


Be 
to 


Fe 
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Thon would'ſt depart to bliſs without a ſigh 
Go then, dear ſpirit ! let my brothers know, 
That Cairbar flies; that the ſelected force 
Of Morven's never-conquer'd heroes comes 
To perfect conqueſt, and enſure our joy. 


Enter Nathos with ſeveral ofjicers. 


NATHOS, 


Haſte, Ronan, haſte, with all thy wonted 
ſpeed ! 


Tell them that they muſt come immediately, . 


With all the troops they've landed: For we 
ſtand 


Between two armies. Each too potent far 
ror our diminiſh'd force. 


DARTIULA. 


Ah! what means this? 


NAT HOS. 


Great, my Darthula, is our danger now 
Tor our Erinians in a body march 
To fight againſt us on the adverſe ſide! 


Eee 


| 
i 
| 
| 
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DARTHULA. 
What! All th' Erinians? 


ONE OF COLLA'S OFFICERS. 


No, Darthula, no! 


Thy father s friends are faithful {till to a 


And will defend thee while their lives remai: 


For ſo they bid me tell thee. 


DARTHULA. 


And their friendſhip 


Iwill remember while my life remains. 


But though they're brave, though brave the 


Caledonians, 
Hardy in toil, and faithful to their chief, 


Strong and reſiſtleſs as the impetuous torrents 
That, ſwell'd with rain, ruſh down their native 


hills; 


Yet what can they, ſo few, againſt ſo many: 


O Nathos, 1s there yet no way to fly ? 


NATHOS. 


I fear there is not: for they eaſtward 1 


Between us and our friends upon the — 
Betvieen 


nv: 
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Between us and the caſtle. If they paſs it, 
We will make it our refuge till to-morrow, 


OFFICER, 


But be aſſur'd they will not paſs it now; 
For this is plainly their concerted plan, 
To cut us off. They dar'd us, as they went, 
To follow them; which if we ad raſhly done, 
Cürbar was ready to attack our rear. 


DARTHULA. 


Are there no hopes? 
eſcape them? 


May we not yet 


NATHOS., 


Go, Dermid, to the north, and, Connel, 
ſouth: 
Try if we could not paſs them there unſeen. 
Meanwhile, hard by there is an eminence, 
On one ſide bounded by a wall of rocks; 
There we'll prepare ourſelves, the beſt we can, 
For our defence, if we ſhould be attack'd. 
| Exeunt. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


Eee 2 CHORTS 


— 


- 
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PHO TT U I 


SCENE, The /ſca-ſhore. The army landing lj 
moon-lig hi. 


BARDS AND SOLDIE EKS. 


FIRST BARD. 


Gripr on, fair ſplendid Queen of night, 
Through yon ſerene and ſable ſłky 
White-ſkirted clouds, blaze all with light 
Darkneſs, beyond the mountains fly! 
Ye winds, your breath reſtrain! 
Thou palely-thining main, 
Still all thy ſwelling waves! 
Ye Ghoſts, who with malicious joy 
Miſguided mariners annoy, 
Reſt in your hollow caves ! 
Come, fathers, brothers, children, whom. 
We loſt, when lately here before 
Your fame we ſung! We rais'd your tons: 
The lots of you we {till deplore! 
Wich good-portending omens come, 
And welcome us aſhore! 


4 
St 4 y 


— 
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Enter Soldiers, 


*—4 


SOLDIERS. 


Huzza! Huzza! Huzza ! 


SECOND SOLDIER, 


Come on, my brave fellows ! Well known 13 
this ground ; 
Well known ev Ty object before ye; 
Tis here that our valour by deeds is renown'd, 
And eſtablith'd forever our glory. 
Twas but the laſt year in this harbour we 
landed ; 
By our preſent brave leaders we then were 
commanded. 
So hot on yon plain, 
We handled the Danc, 
That Swaran was bound, his fierce warriors 
were {lain ; 
And the war by one battle was ended, 


SOLDIERS, 


Huzza! Huzza! Huzza! 
And the war by, &c. 


THIRD 


THIRD SOLDIER, 


Incited by nobleſt ambition we go 

Where honour and glory invite us ! 
The more we're oppos'd, the more ardent we; 

grow; 

No labours, no dangers affright us! 
But O the delight! when returning with glory, 
Your friends crowd around ye: your ladie, 

adore ye ! 
They fly to your arms; 
Then bleſt in their charms, 
You talk of paſt dangers, of hardſhips, alarms; 
And hear their ſongs echo your ſtory ! 


SOLDIERS. 


Huzza! Huzza! Huzza ! 
And hear their ſongs, &c. 


FOURTH SOLDIER, 


Glimmering in the moon's pale light, 
Yonder ſtones of diſmal white 
Mournful mark the places where, 
With many a tear, 
Our friends we laid. 
Some 


hes 


ome 
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Some of us too muſt lie there. 
But be not diſmay'd: 
In Swaran's war, though many fell, 
Yet many more were left to tell, | 
How they with honour fought; 
And how they fell, as ſoldiers ought. 
Inevitable fate 
Awaits us all! 
But come it ſoon, or come it late, 
Like them renown'd we'll fall. 


FIFTH , SOLDIER. 


in hall ſuperb, or hamlet-hur, 


When with the ſhell the ſong goes round, 
Our children yet unborn ſhall ſilent fir, 


And hear the bards our praiſe reſound. 
The ever-animating rhymes 
ducceeding bards ſhall learn from them! 
Soldiers of long diſtant times, 
Shall from our valour catch the noble flame, 
When ſpirits, hovering near, 
With raptures we ſhall hear 
Our children's lateſt offspring ſing our fame, 
Die ſoon, die late, our fpirits Jive 
In joys more pure than ſenſe can give. 


SIXTH 
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SIXTH SOLDIER, 


But you that ſafe return from war 
Your miſtreſs meets with” open arms 
Wich pride {he'll mark each graceful ſcat 
That heightens all your manly charms, 
Then, then ye warriors, lay aſide 
The ſoldier's frown, the ſoldier's pride 
Soft and ſoothing are th' alarms 
That ſound the charge to beauty's arms. 


SEVENTH SOLDIER, 


He plays a fooliſh game 
Who hazards life for fame, 
And on that fame relies 
J inſpire love's flame. 
For ſhiould the loſs of limbs or eyes 


His ſtrength or beauty maim, \ 
The ladies would the fool deſpiſe | 
With all his boaſted fame. 15 


We've ſeen, while in the bloody field. 
The ſoldier made his thouſands yield. 
By ſome gay youth in love more {kill'd, 
The hero's miſtreſs from him torn ! 
Ho, ſoldier, how {hall this be borne: 
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Better with ſteel hadſt thou been kill'd, 
Than with a woman's ſcorn! 


EIGHTH SOLDIER, 


Away, filly fopling ! How vainly ye rave! 
To think that ſuch dunces as you, 
Will eerby the fair beeſteem'd like the brave, 
With victory's wreaths on his brow ! 
Such painted moth-flies 
The ladies deſpiſe; 
Though rolling your eyes, 
Though heaving ſoft ſighs, 
Le think ye are wonderous charming! 
Though ſmiling moſt ſweetly, though looking 
ſo wiſe, 
Though friſking and liſping out ignorant lies, 
The conduct of ſoldiers ye dare criticiſe, 
And of battles and ſieges determine ! 
A ſoldier who wants both his limbs and his 
eyes, 
1} worth twenty tribes of ſuch vermin. 


Ff ACT 
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. 
Scene, An open field, 


DARTHULA, (alone.) 


Ax now, though 'twas our wiſh, we could 
not fly. 

The moon: light face of heav'n, erewhile ſo 
calm, | 

And ſeemingly inviting, now 1s chang'd 

'To gloomydarkneſs, and loud-howling ſtorms, 

Inſtead of ſoft Weſt-winds, the boiſterous caſt 

Lets looſe his rougheſt blaſts : All nature feels 

The dreadful uproar bluſtering through het 
works, 

And trembles leſt her ſpacious empire fall 

The ſhatter'd foreſt groans, the mountains 
ſhake, | 

And like continued thunder roar the waves. 

How terrible to thoſe who are ſurpriz d 

Amidſt their horrors! Dreadful too to me 

Tho' forc'd to fly we could not now eſcape. 

So ſtrong the billows break upon the beach, 


That to encounter them were certain death. 
Put 


„ tf %% ,, , „ „ „ 


(an 


But death in any ſhape is better far 
Than here to meet the tyrant's cruelties. 


NATHOS, (entering in haſee.) 


Where 1s Darthula ? All is loſt, my love! 
Our treacherous Erinians have deſerted, 
And joind the tyrant's troops; our truſty 
friends, 
The Caledonian troops, beſet at once, 
Oerpow'r'd by multitudes, e'er yet awake, 
Are either ſlain, or priſoners to Cairbar, 


ould 


DARTHULA, 


O Nathgs is there no way to eſcape ? 


NATHOS, 


Doſt thou not hear how furious tempelts rage? 
Doſt thou not hear the billows how they roar, 
As if they'd burſt the barriers of their ſtrength, 
And toſs the maſſy rocks, like froth, in air? 
Bare is the rugged bottom in their hollows ; 
While ſcarce a paſſage for our ſhips is left 
Betwixt their lofty ridges and the ſtars. 

And, like a circling wall, the troops of Cairbar 
Incompaſs us around. — What ſhall we do? 

might indeed ruſh on their crowded ſpears, 
1 And 


1 
—— — 
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And make with honour my retreat from life. 
But what becomes of thee ? 


DARTHULA-. 


I will not live ! 
Death is the danger which I fear the leaſt! 


NATHOS, © 


Come death or life, I will remain with the! 
Farewell, farewell to all the dear, dear hope: 
Of mutual love, which flatter'd us ſo lately 
Now all our hopes are here to die together 


* 


DARTHULA. 
O Nathos !-—-Doſt thou love me? 


NATHOS, 
Why that queſtion * 


DARTHULA. 


Then fend my ſoul before to wait on thine, 
Among the ſpirits of our friends departed '— 


NATHOS. 


Shocking to thought! Think ſt thou I could 
do this? 


DA R- 


„ „ Due 
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DARTHULA. 


And weilt thou let me live to meet the ty- 


rant, 
With all his paſſions heighten d! ucceſs? 
Send, Nathos, ſend my ſo ond his 
pow'r! 
vill not mingle with the happy . 
Till Nathos come —l'll hover Gert ad! 
Ill ſtrive to turn their weapons from thy 
heart! 
Their wounds ſhall firſt transfix my airy 
form 


When thy dear ſoul comes forth, we'll ſmil- 
ing claſp, 
And in each others arms ſoar to the ſtars. 


11. NATHOS, 


More favage evn than Cairbar would he 
be, 
Who could deſtroy that form of lovelineſs ! 


DARTHULA, 


No toils, no dangers but thou would'ſt en- 
counter, 


With 


ia 


q 
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With pleaſure, to deliver me from death. 
With worſe, far worſe than death, I'm now 
beſet ! 
"Tis in thy pow'r with eaſe to reſcue me !— 
Ev'n with one little ftroke !-—ts that refas'd ? 


* 


NAT HOS. 


Shall Nathos kill Darthula? Never, never 
One ſtroke at Cairbar's heart! That, that 
would ſave thee! 


Such ſafety would be fooliſh to expect — 
Ah! if thou canſt not ſtrike, hold here the 
{word ! 
To avoid him I will run upon its point. 
Death, which we think ſo dreadful, foon 1: 


% 


paſt! 


Soon, foon our ſpirits ſhall aſſume new forms, 


Perhaps more lovely, better form'd for joy, 


And proof againſt all life's diſtreſſing fears 


NATHOS, 


If death be ſuch, it is not to be fear'd, 
But rather wiſh'd for! 


* 


— DARTHULA. 


Now he comes! he comes — 
\ have no hopes, no refuge but in death 
O Nathos! wilt thou not aſſiſt me there ? 


d! 
NA Tos. 
That deſperate remedy muſt be the laſt ! 
1 
hat DARTHULA, 
"Tis time t apply that remedy! He's 
here !— 
And if thou wilt not, here's a dagger will !— 
the NATHOS, (taking the dagger.) 
Forbear, forbear, let me not fee thee dead. 
n 18 
Enter Cairbar behind a ſtrong party of ſpearmen. 
ms. 


CAIRBAR, 


Halt! And advance not till you are com- 
manded. 


Darthula ! now thy Nathos itands at bay ! 


He cannot ſave thee, or defend himſelf 
From 


4 
- 


# — — = Oo Dt 
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From inſtant death againſt ſo many ſpears! 


NATHOS, 


Yes, murderer, I expect no leſs than death, 
When in thy pow'r !—To-day thou waſt in 
mine. 
{ offer'd thee an equal combat then; 
But thou com'ſt like a frighted hedge-liog 


now, 
Shrunk up within thy prickles. Forward 
| come 


Into the front, and pour thy vengeance forth, 


CAIRBAR, 


Shall I, who conquer kingdoms, and de- 
fcend 
Of mighty kings, contend on equal terms 
With thee, a boy unknown to fame, and 
{ſprung 
From ſubje parents of a ſmall renown ? 


NATHOS, 


Th' excuſe is worthy of thy little ſoul ! 
Thou dar'ſt not fight! The cruel ne'er were 


brave, 
6 On 


. 


— 


nd 


ere 


On 
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On equal terms! Theſe I demanded not. 

Theſe I expect not. If thou dar'ſt, come 
forward 

To danger's front, where leaders ought to be, 

IU fight againſt thee with this dreadful odds. 


CAIRBAR, 


I take no counſel of ſuch things as thee. 
But, that this Lady may not think me cruel, 
Though ſometimes forc'd by blood t' aſſert 

my right, 
And as I make of thee but ſmall account, 
[ ſend thee to thy father ſafely home. 


NATHOS, 
On what conditions doſt thou offer this? 


CAIRBAR, 


Conditions! None will I demand of thee ! 
But thou, fair captive, now become my own 
By right of conqueſt, muſt with me remain 
Would'ſt thou do much to fave a lover's life? 
That life ſo dear thou may'ſt with caſe pre- 

ſerve. 
f thou with ſeeming willingneſs conſent 
To be my Queen, I now diſmiſs him ſafe. 
Gg g NA 


— — 
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NATHOS. 
J value not my life at ſuch a rate. 


DARTHULA, 
Who can confide in treaties made with Cair- 
bar ? 
CAIRBAR, 


Think how abſurd in thee tis to refuſe 
What thou art ſo unable to withhold ! 
I only aſk, for form's ſake, thy conſent 
To what I can, and am reſolv d to effect, 
Whether tis given or no.——Since tis re- 

fus' d, 

This inſtant dies thy lover; and thyſelf, 
On terms to thee by much leſs honourable, 
Shalt be compell'd t' obedience of my will, 


| DARTHULA, 
0 Il die with him! but ſhall not live wich 
thee ! 
CAIRBAR, 


Then all advance upon him, 


NATHOS, (putting himſelf in a poſture of defence.) 


Jam ready 
DAA- 


alr- 


re- 
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DAR THULA, (running before him.) 


Through me! through me, your ſpears muſt 
reach his heart ! 


CAIRBAR, 
Deſpis'd ! inſulted ! I will be reveng'd! 
Ill bind thee faſt, thou mad preſumptuoug 
„ opt | 
And in thy ſight enjoy this haughty maid, 
Who dares for thee reject an offer d kingdom, 
NATHOS, 


In that, vile murderer, I defy thy pow'r! 
Never alive ſhall I come in thy hands! 
I am reſoly'd upon a deſperate death 
Many ſhall bleed around me ere I fall! 


CAIRBAR, 
Secure the Lady firſt. 
NATHOS, 
Stand off, ye ſlaves ! 
Tis death to ev'ry rufhan that attempts it, 
CAIRBAR, 


Come up behind him. 
G gg 2 Ak- 
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DARTHULA, (going behind is ſeized.) 


I'll ſecure thy rear! 
Defend thyſelf in front 0 Nathos! Na- 
thos ! 
Seiz d! torn Deliver me is death ! 
Want. 


NATHOs, (turning to her, and killing ſome.) 


What ſhall I do? Is there no other way? 
Forgive me, my Darthula ! O forgive me! 
| [ Stabs her, 


DARTHULA, (falling. ) 


I thank thee love! "Twas kindly done 
Farewell! 


SOLDIERS, {behind.) 
The Lady! 


SECOND SOLNIER, 
O the Lady! 


THIRD SOLDIER, 
She 1s dead ! 


NAY 
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NATHOS, 
There's nothing now in life! 
8 


CAIRBAR. 


Hold! Strike not yer. 
He muſt be tortur d for this dreadful murder 
Carry the body hence! Be it thy care, 
Old Bard, to ſee it decently interr'd. 


NAT HOs. 


Doſt thou ſtill hover o'er the head of Nathos, 


And chide this long delay? Or doſt thou. 
ſhrink 

from thy loth'd murderer?—l murder'd thee! 

Cairbar! if thou didſt love Darthula, ſtrike : 

Twas I that murder'd her Revenge her 
death ! 


CAIRBAR, 


No! My reſentment better is indulg'd, 
To ſee thee live, and thus torment thyſelf. 


NATHOS. 
Think'ſt thou I have a grov'ling foul like 


thine, 
To 
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Lo bear for life remorſe and 1nfamy ? 
No! 'tis determin'd ! I will fall with her! 
And in my falling—thus avenge our wrongs, 


CBreaks in upon them with his ſword and 
ſhield, kills two or three, and puts them in 


confuſion. Shout ing and noſe of fighting 
without.) 


Enter foldiers calling, © F ing al, Oſcar, Oſſtar, 
Nathos, Uſuoth.” ——Cairbar's party Hy ing, 
leaves him expoſed, 


Na T Hos, (running at Cairbar, who endeavour: | 
to get . 

Die, king of cruelty ! Now let the world 

In ſafety live! Darthula, thou'rt reveng d 


CAIRBAR, ( after he is down.) 


Curſe on th' ignoble arm by which I fall 


NATHOS. 
Ha! ſpeak'ſt thou ſtill? Take that to make 


thee ſure. 

Take that for Cormac ;———and for Fruthi! 
me? -- 

But 


1 1 


But, were thy lives as num'rous as thy hairs, 
They all were far too little for Darthula. 
[ vaßbing him often, 
Come all ye ſpirits diſpoſſeſt by him 
Of your fair dwellings ! come, in vengeance, 
come, : 
And drag his curſed ghoſt to Torture's den 
Thither I'll ſoon purſue. 


SOLDIERS, ( ſhouting, ) 
Ho, Nathos! Uſnoth, ho! 


NATHOS. 


My father! Oh! 'twill break his good old 
heart, 


Enter Uſnoth and ſoldiers. 


A SOLDIER, 


'Twas here the enemy ſurrounded him. 


USNOTH, 


Dead bodies here! Come forward with the 
lights ! 
O Nathos ! art thou here? 
NA- 
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NATHOsS. 


I am, my father. 


USNOTH, 


My Nathos till is left to bleſs my age 
How is it with my ſon? 


NATHOS, 


I've ſlain the tyrant, 
See where the curſed murderer's body lies 


USNOTH. 


Bear the deteſted object from our fight ! 

I fear, my fon, thou haſt receiv'd ſome hurt. 

Elſe wherefore doſt thou groan and bite thy 
lip? 

Why ſtare ſo wild? Why thus dejected 
frown, 

When thou ſhouldſt ſmile at the proud ty- 

rants fall, | 
And wear the chearful face of victory: 


NATHOS. 


The voice of victory ſhall chear no more 
Wounded I am not; but in mind much hurt! 


rl 


re 
urt! 


It 
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I'll ſmile no more till I am with Darthu. 


la! 
murder'd her ! I've murder'd all my 
ſmiles ! 
USNOTH. 
What ! Murder'd! Who? Darthula ! Thon, 
thyſelf? 
NATHOS. 


To free her from the murdcrer's threaten'd 
force ; 


The brutal luſt of his deteſted paſſion, 


No means ſeem'd poſſible. In raſh de- 
ſpair 

[ ſtruck : "Twas her requeſt. O fool, -raſh 
fool ! 


Oh, had you come before Darthula dy'd !— 
Had I delay'd till now, we had been hap- 


Py * 


USNOTH. 
Be comforted, my ſon! Some favouring 
pow'r 
H h h May 
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May make thee happy where thou dar'ſt not 
hope, 


NATHOS, 


I have no hopes! 
What pow'r 
Can bring my love, my murder'd fair, to 
life? 
What can extirpate from my memory 
| The fad reflection that I kill'd my love 
1 I cannot live! My father ! O my father 


What can I hope? 


USNOTH. 


Your ſorrows cannot call her back from 
death. . 


NATHOS, 


— FR R ated 


I ſent her but before, to follow her. 


US NOTE. 


Thou wilt nos 


What means my ſon? 
ſlay thyſelf? 


NATHOS, 


I've flain already dearer than myſelt! 


Dar- 


40% 


Darthula ! There I ſuffer d worſe than 
death 

Fafier I could have torn my vitals out! 
[ promiſed! I muſt, I muſt perform! 
Yes, my Darthula! I will come to thee!—— 


USNOTH. 


O Nathos ! Nathos! could'ſt thou kill thy 
father ? 

But ſurely killing him were not fo bad, 

As thus refigning him to what is worſe, 


NAT HOS. 


To leave thee, O my father, racks my 
ſoul! 

But my fad life could never comfort thee ! 
Sorrow, remorſe, deſpair, will ſtill infeſt 
My future days ! Darthula waits too long. 


USNOTH, 

And muſt thy wretched father die de- 
priv'd 

Of all his ſons ! Lay firſt this hoary head 
Peaceful to ſlumber in the ſilent grave! 


NATHOSs 


NA THOS, 


She ſaid her ſoul would hover o'er my 

head, 

Till mine came from my breaft! Doſt thou 
not ſee her; 

For ſhe is near —Doſt thou not hear her 
voice, 

In the low accents of unorgan'd ghoſts, 

Reproaching me with this unkind delay ? 


USNOTH, 


Mult I be now bereft of every joy, 
Of every comfort, in the wane of life ! 


NATHOS, 


She gently thank'd me for the murd'ring 
wound! 
Her laſt fad looks invited me away! 
She in her calm farewell appear'd aſſur'd, 
That to her fpirit mine ſhould ſhortly come! 


USNOTH, 


Let pity for thy wretched father force 


That 
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That dang'rous weapon from thy deſperate 
hand. 


my ä 
NATHOS, (throwing away the fword.) 


thou, Hence, uſeleſs inſtrument, I need thee 


not ! 
I'll reſolutely grow to this cold earth, 
[ Caſtmg himſelf down, 
Until my rotten limbs mix with the ſoil, 


And my freed ſpirit to Darthula riſe. 


US NOTE. 


Thou laſt, thou ever deareſt of my ſons! 
Let me die firſt! Let me not live to ſee 
All, all my family, extinct before me! 


Enter Darthula, Althan, 


DARTHULA, 


How can he live? Ye only flatter me ! 
A thouſand lances at his breaſt I ſaw ! 
A thouſand harden'd murderers wielded 
them ! | | 
USNOTH, 
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USNOTH., 


Was Colla's daughter lovelier than ſhe ? 


DARTHULAs 


Bring me where bleeding yet his body lies, 
And with my tears I'll waſh his blood away! 


US NOTE. 


What lady's this, ſo mournful and ſo fair 


DARTHULA, 
There 0 my Nathos! Do I ſee thee 
thus ? | 
Thou died for me ! I will be with thee 
foon ! 
Wherefore, O wherefore did ye bring me 
back 


To life? Deteſted life — Oh had I dy'd 

We had ere this for ever been united ! 

We ſhall be ſoon united! I will cling 

To thy yet warm, but faſt-corrupting corle! 
And on thy bloody boſom fleep for ever 


NATHOS: 


fair ? 


thee 


1 thee 
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NATHOS, (raiſing his head.) 


I come, my love! I hear diſtinct thy voice! 
When ſhall 1 ſee thy lovely, lovely ſpirit ? 


DARTHULA, 


He ſpeaks! Art thou indeed alive, O Na- 
thos? 
VAT Hos, (ri/ng.) 


I ſee thee plainly now! my dear Darthula 


DARTHULA, 


He lives! he lives! 


[ She faints, 
NATHOS. 


What dear deluſion's this? 
thought ſhe liv'd, I thought ſhe ſpoke to 
me! 
I am diſtracted ! Let me think ſo ſtill ! 
And there is joy in everlaſting madneſs ! 


AL 
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ꝙALTHAN. 


She lives, and ſoon will riſe to life and 
thee. 


NATHOS, 


Why do ye mock me? Is it well my 


friends, | 
To flatter thus a poor delirious wretch ? 


How can ſhe live ? Did I not murder her ? 


ALTHAN, 


The ſtroke came fram a lover's arm, tog 
light | 
To reach the ſeat of life. She fainted then, 
As now ſhe does.—The tyrant thought he! 
dead, : 
And gave to me the care of burying her. 
Shell ſoon revive! The wound is free from 


danger, 
USNOTH. 


Now ſhe recovers ! Stand aſide, my ſon, 


ad 
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Leſt the ſurpriſe ſhould prove too powerful 
for her. 


DARTHULA, 


He is not here! Ah! was it all a 
dream ? 
thought I ſaw my Nathos lying dead; 


And when I ſpoke he {tarred into life ! 


ALTHAN. 
It was no dream, Darthula ! Nathos 
lives! 
Cairbar is lain Thou haſt no more to 
fear! 


Prepare thyſelf to meet immediate joy! 


DARTHULA, 


If he's alive, he bleeds in deadly wounds! 
Elſe wherefore would he leave Darthula 


now? 


NAT HOS. 


Leſt he again deſtroy that lovely form !— 
May [ approach? May I come to thy arms? 
Welcome from death, to endleſs love and 


JOY» 1 


USNOTH, 


O brighteſt happineſs, from darkeſt ſorrow ! 
I ſhall rejoice in my declining years, 
And ſee the children of my Nathos ſtill! 


NATHOS, 


See, my Darthula ! See my father here! 
He almoſt ſinks beneath excels of joy 
Twas he reſtrain d me; elſe deſpair had ſent 

me 
Ere this to ſeek thee in the ſhades of death; 
And curs d thy waking with a dreadlu! 
| ſcene. 


DART HULA. 


My overflowing heart can ſcarce contain 
Theſe floods of joy: And yet I ſhudder ſtill, 
To think how near impatience had undone 


us. 
ALTHAN, 
When adverſe fortune deals her ſharpeſt 
blows, 


With reſolution firm, ye brave, oppoſe! 
| Though 


nt 


al 
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Though deep the wounds, though th' anguiſh 
be ſevere, 

Still ſtruggle bravely; ſtill with patience 
bear | 

Sink not, deſponding, under ſtrokes of grief; 

But with true fortitude expect relief: 

For ſorrow s ſtorms in time themlelves de- 


ſtroy, 
And brighter from their clouds ſhines the ſuc- 
ceeding joy! 
THE END, 


